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Weekday nights at The Bar are typically quiet enough that Klavier doesn’t 

worry about being recognized, even with the establishment’s proximity to the 
courthouse and its usual clientele of lawyers, prosecutors, and the like. Despite 
this, there’s a nice background buzz of chatter, filling the cozy wood-paneled room 
with an ambiance that’s perfect for quiet conversation. 

Across the table from him, Apollo Justice stares into his drink (something 
called a Trial and Error) as though it might contain the secrets of the universe. 

“Cheer up, Herr Forehead! Anyone would think it was you who'd lost today, 
not me.” 

Apollo splutters, blinks, and looks up at Klavier, startled. 

“| know that! Sorry, | was just... a million miles away. | don’t often do this, you 
know.” 

“Do what? Get drinks with your ‘rival’ at this confusing, vaguely-named bar?” 

“No... well... yes, | guess. You’re right, about the name, too; could they really 
not think of anything better?” 

Klavier laughs easily, running a finger through the pooled condensation that’s 
dripped from his pint glass (the Jailhouse Ale, amber-colored and bitter). “It’s 
either horribly unimaginative or a work of inspired genius, depending on your 
perspective, | think.” 

“Well, we all know what side you’re on, Mr ‘13-Years-Hard-Time-For-Love’.” 

“Ach, Herr Forehead, how you wound me.” Klavier adopts a comically offended 
expression, hand to his heart and eyes wide. It prompts Apollo to grin—the desired 
reaction. There’s something about this, the defense attorney’s begrudging humor, 
that makes Klavier want to stay in conversation with him forever, see the variety of 
smiles he can coax from him with the correct words at the correct time. 

He wonders, distantly, if that’s something he'll ever be able to put a name to. 

Their lighthearted conversation is cut off abruptly by the asthmatic wheezing 
of the bar’s speakers as the novelty jukebox in the corner springs to life, someone 
having indulged in nostalgia and paid the exorbitant fee to have their music 
choice play throughout the room. 

People fall in love in mysterious ways... maybe just a touch of a hand drones 
some mid-2010s singer-songwriter, and Apollo rolls his eyes derisively. 

“They had the choice of all three hundred songs, and they went with this list of 
clichés?” 

“What’s wrong with that? It’s romantic.” 

“It’s not romantic at all! C’mon, who believes all that crap about love at first 
sight?” 

Klavier’s silence is telling. 

.. Okay, he knows Jove at first sight isn’t something that’s widely believed 
anymore. Truly, he does. But it’s the same as how he’s always known he wanted 
to be a rockstar, or how he’s been determined to fight for justice from the 
prosecution bench. He’s always been aware that when he runs into the person 


he’s meant to fall in love with, he’ll recognize them right away. It’s something 
embedded deep within him—something he’s not usually self-conscious of, either, 
so why can’t he find it in himself to meet Apollo’s eyes across the table? 

“Klavier. Please tell me you don’t-” 

“And what if | did, Herr Forehead? What if | do believe that when | meet 
someone, | will look into their eyes for the first time and just know?” 

“That’s—” Apollo breaks off and exhales through his nose, sharp and short. 
“Love doesn’t just work like that, though. You can’t guarantee that your first 
impression of somebody is going to be the correct one, and you definitely don’t 
know everything about a person at the first meeting—sometimes, you don’t even 
know someone you thought you knew well at all.” 

Silence, for a second. They both know several people who’ve proven that well 
enough. 

“But it’s not the same. Ja, you might not know somebody’s every secret or 
desire from the first meeting, but that’s the fun part! You get to spend the rest of 
your life learning those things, together.” 

“And how is that different from learning everything about someone and then 
falling in love with them, like normal people do?” 

“Are you Sure that’s what normal people do, Forehead? Or is that a trait of 
overly-pedantic lawyers whose focus on evidence in their day job might just be 
bleeding over into the rest of their life?” 

Apollo throws up his hands. “You’re impossible, you know that, Gavin?” 

“Ja, | try,” Klavier responds, grinning. Still, there’s a nagging irritation beneath 
the surface; Apollo won’t even attempt to see his point of view on this. It’s not 
like he hasn’t had this debate before, hasn’t been met with similar resistance. 
Certainly his bandmates hadn’t shared his opinions of love at first sight, and his 
brother... 

Well. Much as with Klavier’s other passions, Kristoph had brushed the notion 
off as a flight of fancy; something not even worth his time to complain about. 

But it had never bothered Klavier in this way before, and he doesn’t 
understand what’s so different about the fact that it’s Apollo disagreeing with him. 

“Why is it that you don’t think love at first sight can even exist?” Klavier follows 
up, belatedly. 

Apollo huffs. 

“I thought we were done with this. What you’re talking about is just... an 
emotion, a reaction. You can’t truly love someone when you first meet them. You 
have to share some common ground, build a relationship, work for it. Anyone who 
thinks different—well, / think they’re deluding themselves.” 

Klavier narrows his eyes. Maybe what Apollo’s saying is accurate to his own 
experiences, but Klavier just knows that love has to be a big, important revelation. 
It’s an emotion that’s launched a thousand ships, that’s been behind artistic 
masterpieces and chart-topping ballads alike. 

He supposes, really, that he just wants the acknowledgement that love 
shouldn’t have to be proven: not with evidence, not by testing one’s compatibility 
with someone else over a series of will-they-won’t-they dates. That true love, 
fairytale love, is something unconditional, where you simply know that you want 
to spend time together, to see your partner accomplish their goals, and that even 


when you’re arguing with them you still— 

... Wait. 

Klavier’s not sure what expression he’s making right now, but it must certainly 
be unusual enough to cause some concern, because Apollo’s leaning forward 
with a tiny crease between his eyebrows. 

“Prosecutor Gavin? ... Klavier? | didn’t mean to uh... make you question 
everything you believe in, about love and stuff. Are you... good?” 

Klavier tries to school his face back into some semblance of normal, throwing 
Apollo a half-smile and a pithy reassurance that he’s fine, ja, and oh look at that, 
their drinks are empty, would Apollo perhaps mind getting the next round? 

Apollo relents, carrying their empty glasses back up to the bar. In his absence, 
Klavier finds a moment to heave a sigh of relief and lace his fingers together in 
front of his face as he considers: 

1) He’s been convinced that he’ll find the love of his life and just know, 

immediately. 

2) When he met Apollo Justice, he was far too busy thinking about the crime 

scene and his fans and his brother’s incarceration to even consider any way of 

approaching him besides his typical, performative flirting. 

3) Current evidence (the arguments, the spending-time-together, the way 

Klavier’s heart increases tempo every time Apollo laughs when they share a 

joke) seems to indicate that at some point in their acquaintance, Klavier has 

managed to, against all of his prior convictions, fall in love with Apollo anyway. 


This is, aS one might point out mid-trial, a contradiction in the evidence. 

He’s not supposed to be in love with Apollo Justice. In more ways than 
one, this complicates things between them—not to mention challenges the 
fundamentals of how he’s been approaching the concept of romance for the 
entirety of his adult life. But Klavier glances up at where Apollo’s waiting at the 
bar for their drinks, tapping his foot absently along with the music and grinning 
awkwardly when he makes eye contact, and can’t find it in himself to deny the 
way his breath catches in his throat. 

By the time Apollo slides back into the seat across from him, Klavier’s 
conceded defeat. In much the same way as when he stands across the 
courtroom from him, Apollo has managed to flip everything that had seemed so 
straightforward at first on its head. 

“You win,” Klavier says, taking a slow sip from his pint glass. 

“|... what?” Apollo responds, eyebrow raised. “Is this still about the love thing?” 

“Ja, itis. | thought about it. You’re right.” 

“But | was only gone for five minutes, and you’ve believed this for... how long, 
exactly?” 

Klavier shrugs. “It doesn’t matter. You make a compelling argument, Herr 
Forehead.” 

The familiar nickname brings in response a familiar scowl, and just like that, 
they’re back on predictable conversational ground. Apollo opens a packet of 
pretzels as he complains about demeaning nicknames and prosecutorial hostility, 
and Klavier just about manages to interject affirmative hmms and rights and that’s 
terribles at the appropriate moments. 


He’s a little preoccupied with the way his earlier realization is still washing 
over him in waves, seeing Apollo in a new light with every word and gesture and 
finding himself surprised at how yes, /’m in love with him, this makes sense now. 

Eventually, their glasses are empty once more, the packets of snacks are 
devoid of all but the most residual traces of salt, and Apollo’s exhausted his 
laundry list of work complaints. All that’s left is to shrug on coats, maneuver out of 
seats, and step into the chilly gloom of the street. 

“You've been kind of quiet, Klav, are you okay to drive?” Apollo asks, and it’s 
the nickname more than anything that breaks Klavier out of the bemused haze 
he’s been stuck in ever since his entire worldview had shattered into pieces. 

“Ja, ’m—what did you call me?” There’s a swooping sensation in his chest, like 
he’s missed a step on his way down a flight of stairs. 

Apollo’s face is a shade of red most often found on tomatoes. “I—uh. Nothing, 
nope, didn’t call you anything weird.” 

“Really? Because | could have sworn you said—” 

“Hey look, it’s a conversational topic that’s anything but this. Plus, | don’t think 
the man who takes every opportunity to refer to me by referencing my forehead 
has any ground to stand on when it comes to nicknames.” 

Klavier laughs, and it’s genuine and affectionate and he feels it through 
his whole body. “You may be right there, Herr Forehead. And to answer your 
question: ja, | am certainly sober enough to drive. Rest assured that | would 
pursue alternate forms of transportation were | not.” 

“I’m glad to hear it,” Apollo responds, and it’s both matter-of-fact and relieved. 
“Do you need a ride?” Klavier finds himself asking, because he’s not sure 
where exactly Apollo lives or if the buses are still running, and there’s something 
about the idea of Apollo’s arms wrapped around him as they drive under the 

speed limit across the city that’s been rattling around in his brain lately. 

Oh, right, that must be because of the whole in love with Apollo thing. With the 
clarity of hindsight, a lot of his recent thoughts and actions are making a lot more 
sense. 

Apollo shakes his head. “No, | actually only live a few blocks down the street. 
Thanks for the offer, though.” 

Klavier’s not disappointed. He’s not. If he repeats it enough times to himself it 
might be true. 

“Well, in that case, this is goodnight, Herr Justice,” he remarks, taking care 
to use Apollo’s real name just to see the way his lips quirk up at the corner in 
response. 

“Goodnight, Klavier. Drive safe, alright?” 

“l always do,” Klavier replies, and raises a hand in farewell as he turns towards 
his motorcycle, his keys clinking as they twirl around his ring finger. 

It takes all of his self-control not to turn back around and ask Apollo to stay 
and talk to him for a little longer. 


Of Metamorphosis and Butterflies 


Gabriel 


Apollo wishes that he could just be tasked with a normal crime scene for 
once. He’s seen bodies pulling noodle stands, guitars bursting into flames 

to hide international smuggling crimes, and now he’s reluctantly chaining his 
bike up outside an overly-elaborate butterfly house. The stark yellow tape 
reins in the bushes to reveal a path towards the main building—a glass dome 
with a large expanse of plants yearning up for the sunlight. Apollo shields his 
eyes with his arm and wonders what kind of mess he’s going to find inside. 

All he’s heard from Mr. Wright is that his client, butterfly researcher 
Mr. Pierre Day, has been accused of murdering his apprentice. Since the 
detention center won't allow visits for another hour at least, the only thing to 
do besides sit around and wait is for Apollo to drag himself—without coffee, 
no less—into the crime scene. He hopes that the glass has some sort of 
magnifying effect on the morning sun, and that the inside of the dome is 
warmer than the bite of the air outside. 

Although Apollo thinks that it’s far too early in the morning to be doing 
anything, let alone looking for evidence at a murder scene, his grumpy 
sentiments are obviously not shared by the man who greets him with a cordial 
wave and a familiar obnoxious nickname. 

“Herr Forehead!” The bright words roll off Klavier’s tongue. He’s either a 
complete morning person, or he’s a lot better at putting on a smile than Apollo 
is at this hour. 

Apollo could comment on how the sunlight filters through the glass at just 
the right angle for Klavier’s hair to light up, but he’s tired, and quite frankly, 
it’s irritating how well-put-together Klavier is. His hair is perfectly smoothed 
into its regular twist, and he had time this morning to apply a light covering 
of makeup. All too aware of the wrinkles in his own suit, Apollo runs his 
palms over his waistcoat and greets him with a less enthusiastic, though still 
pleasant, wave. 

“Morning, Prosecutor Gavin.” 

“Please, it’s Klavier. We’re friends, ja?” 

At the word friends, Apollo’s bracelet squeezes slightly. Apollo’s not naive 
enough to assume he’s being made fun of, but Klavier’s insistence upon 
calling Apollo his friend while blatantly lying about it is a side of him that 
Apollo can’t understand considering his otherwise kind and warm personality. 

“Yeah,” Apollo says, looking intently at some fallen leaves on the floor. 
“Yeah, we're friends, Prose—Klavier.” 

“Good.” Klavier smiles. “What do you make of all this? It seems we keep 
meeting at absurd crime scenes.” 

“Sometimes, | wish | could just get a normal case.” 

“Hm. Sometimes | just wish | could talk to you without someone having to 


die to get us in the same room.” 

“W-Well, | mean, you’re a prosecutor and I’m a... a defense attorney so that 
is how our careers tend to work.” Apollo looks at the ground like he’s trying to 
pick out patterns in the pathway. 

Klavier’s eyes are intense, as if they’re seeing right through him. Apollo 
turns his head to the side to hide his rising blush, and his eyes flit around the 
room without really seeing anything. Is this how witnesses feel during his 
cross-examinations? 

Finally, he manages to train his focus onto a broken window, and he 
makes an excuse to leave the conversation in favor of the investigation that 
he’s actually here for. There’s a time and a place to unpack exactly why 
Klavier has such an impossible effect on him, but now is not that time. Nobody 
else has ever made him turn the sarcasm up to ten while simultaneously 
making his chest tighten with anxiety. Somehow, things are different when 
Klavier is involved. 

The window that he’s chosen to use as his distraction has been patched 
up with cardboard to prevent the butterflies from escaping. Apollo’s shoes 
crunch on the shards, and he takes out his notebook to write down that it was 
broken from the outside—a good piece of evidence, considering that his client 
had the keys to the building and therefore had no reason to unnecessarily 
endanger himself by entering through the window. As he’s about to put his 
notebook back in his pocket, a butterfly lands on the page, its long red and 
black wings fluttering to a gentle rest. 

Apollo has never been the biggest fan of anything that flies—a non- 
exhaustive list in which butterflies come just after airplanes. Still, this little 
thing is harmless, and all he can do is awkwardly hold his notebook open 
while it rests on the page. 

“Do you have a habit of attracting beautiful things?” 

Grateful that he still has his back to Klavier, Apollo rolls his eyes, 
wondering why he still lets these obnoxious little comments get to him. He 
pretends to care deeply about the butterfly’s wellbeing and doesn’t turn 
around, instead choosing to focus on holding the notebook gently. Klavier, 
however, doesn’t get the hint, and stands next to Apollo. 

“That’s a Doris Longwing,” Klavier continues. “See the positioning of 
the little white spots? She’s a pretty one, too. The red ones were always my 
favorites.” 

“Always your favorites?” Apollo echoes. “Don’t tell me you have your own 
butterfly enclosure.” 

Klavier laughs, looking from Apollo, to the butterfly, and back again. 

“Nein, nein. My parents, though—they had a large garden filled with all sorts 
of butterflies when me and... when / was growing up. Couple that with a 
somewhat... lonely childhood, and it turns out that they’re a very easy animal 
to learn about.” 

Should he ask? Apollo doesn’t want to overstep, but sometimes Klavier is 
so forthcoming with information, it almost feels like he wants Apollo to ask. 


Like he wants him to know. But why? Why would Klavier share the details of 
his life with someone whom he quite obviously doesn’t consider a friend? 

“I’m sorry to hear that,” Apollo says. It’s ambiguous enough that Klavier 
can take the initiative if he actually does want to share a vulnerable side of 
himself. 

“Ach, it’s nothing. Did you know my first real friend was Daryan? Growing 
up, Kris was often too busy studying, so | spent a lot of time outside by 
myself. Before | got into the idea of law, part of me wanted to become a 
lepidopterist—a butterfly researcher. But that was when | was six years old, 
so... things change, don’t they?” 

“Yeah,” Apollo says. “They do.” 

Part of him wants to tell Klavier about his own life, and the changes 
he went through that led to him finding a strange little family in the Wright 
Anything Agency, but the moment passes before Apollo even realizes that he 
could have chosen to hold onto it. 

It’s only when the butterfly on his notebook takes back to the air that 
Apollo realizes his hands are shaking; it doesn’t help that Klavier seems to be 
inspecting the broken window as well, so there’s no sign of him leaving any 
time soon. 

A strange, uncharacteristic boldness swells in Apollo’s chest. He can’t help 
himself. He needs to know why Klavier is so nice to him if he doesn’t think of 
him as a friend, and he needs to know right now. His legs carry him the few 
steps towards where Klavier is bending down to inspect the glass, and he 
steels himself for the most awkward crime scene conversation possible. He 
clears his throat and— 

Just as Klavier turns around, a butterfly the size of a small bird lands 
square on Apollo’s nose, knocking all of the confidence out of him. Having 
one perched on his notebook was fine, but being so close to one, feeling it 
against his face, is a whole other story. Its wingspan is huge, and it’s a rich, 
iridescent purple; if he unfocuses his eyes from everything except for the 
butterfly, he can pick out small, orange-ringed spots. 

All he cares about now, though, is getting it far away from him. 

“Hmm, Herr Forehead?” Klavier says, although his voice sounds muffled 
through the pounding in Apollo’s ears. “I see you have a taste for the finer 
things. That purple emperor must really like you. He’s taken quite a shine 
to your nose. Although | can’t understand why he hasn’t landed on your 
forehead, given that there’s so much real estate to do so.” 

Apollo grits his teeth, forcing himself to focus away from the butterfly and, 
unfortunately, onto Klavier’s smirk. 

Only... Klavier stops smirking instantly. Instead, he looks deeply into 
Apollo’s eyes, his head cocked slightly to the side. His eyebrows furrow, and 
Apollo feels like, right now, Klavier might understand what it’s like to see 
everything the same way Apollo does. 

“Do you not like butterflies?” Klavier asks. 

“Not when they’re on my face,” Apollo bites back. 


Klavier’s expression softens. He reaches one hand up, putting it gently 
underneath Apollo’s chin, and with the other, he coaxes the butterfly onto his 
own index finger. It’s a short relief the moment it’s gone, but there’s something 
else in his chest now, some kind of butterfly of his own—it’s a weird sort of 
anxiety as he looks at Klavier’s hand, where the butterfly happily rests, even 
weirder still when the warmth under his chin makes him hyper-aware of the 
fact that Klavier’s other hand hasn’t moved. 

Oh. 

He can’t allow himself to enjoy this, as much as the irrational part of his 
brain welcomes it. Instead, he lets out a small cough, which prompts Klavier to 
pull his hand away. 

“Better?” Klavier asks. 

“T-Thanks,” Apollo manages. 

“They’re harmless, you know. Butterflies.” 

“Maybe they’re pretty, but that doesn’t mean | have to like them.” 

“Are dead bodies and crime scenes more of your vibe?” Klavier smirks. 

“N-No! Besides, you’re the one who’s acting like we’re not in the middle of 
a murder case.” 

“Ach, it’s easy to forget the worst of the world when I’m around the best.” 

“You like butterflies that much, huh?” 

“Ja. Butterflies...” Klavier says, his eyes not meeting Apollo’s. He reaches 
into his pocket and pulls out his phone. “I need to question the witnesses. 
Parting is such sweet sorrow.” 

“You realize I'll see you in court tomorrow, right?” Apollo replies. 

“Still, | was having fun. Maybe we could get coffee after the trial?” 

“Coffee?” 

“That’s what friends do, right?” Klavier smiles. 

There it is again. Apollo’s bracelet tightens on the word friends, but Klavier 
is looking at him so... so... sincerely? His eyebrows are slightly turned down, 
and even though he’s bending at the waist to meet Apollo’s eyes, it doesn’t 
seem as patronizing as it usually does. It seems, if anything, honest. Like he 
wants to talk to Apollo on an even playing ground, like he wants to see him 
as an equal—which, Apollo supposes, is more reminiscent of how Klavier acts 
in trials, and a better testament to his character than the strange way Apollo’s 
bracelet twitches whenever Klavier says that Apollo is his friend. 

“Yeah,” Apollo says. “Coffee. That’s what friends do.” 

When Klavier smiles gently and walks away, Apollo feels as if there’s so 
much more he could have said. But the butterflies still circle around him, a 
flurry of red and purple; and, surprisingly, he can’t bring himself to be scared 
of them any more. 
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KLAVIER... 


throw away the key 


angstinspace 


Apollo didn’t know what was more stressful—that this case seemed like a dead 
end, or that he’d somehow gotten himself locked in the records room with 
Klavier fucking Gavin. 

Klavier, famed rockstar-turned-prosecutor. Apollo’s rival, and now his unlikely 
friend. Klavier, who—against his better judgement—Apollo had developed a 
stupidly massive crush on. 

In other words: he was in deep, deep trouble. 

He didn’t even know why Klavier had stayed after work to help him dig 
through files. But they’d gotten so caught up in solving the case, they hadn't 
noticed when someone locked them in—someone who probably hadn’t 
expected anyone to be lurking around the records room at this hour. 

While Apollo had internally screamed at the top of his lungs when he’d 
found the door locked, Klavier seemed strangely nonchalant about their 
predicament. 

“Well, this could give us more time to work on this stubborn case of yours,” 
he’d pointed out, grinning crookedly and doing that thing where he leaned into 
Apollo’s space. “And it could be an opportunity for us to get to know each other 
better, ja?” 

Yeah, Apollo thought. /’m definitely gonna die. 

Surprisingly, he’d done a decent job of not dying so far. About an hour 
had passed, and they now stood at a table towards the back of the records 
room, where they’d spread out all the files and case notes they’d collected— 
newspaper clippings, interview transcriptions, photos from the bar where the 
murder had taken place. But, no matter how they arranged and rearranged 
them, nothing added up. 

“| don’t know what to do at this point.” Apollo pressed a finger to his 
forehead. “Let’s face it, Shark is the obvious suspect. He a/ways hated Yards...” 

Klavier tilted his head. “Herr Forehead... you’re not accusing your own client 
of murder, are you?” 

“No. Or, | don’t know. He was resistant to being questioned on the stand 
today, which seems suspicious.” 

Apollo turned away from the table and paced back and forth. He reviewed 
the details of the case: a pool player, Billy Yards, had been found dead with 
strangulation marks on his neck. Apollo’s client, Paul Shark, was his longtime 
rival, whom he’d had a public argument with a day before his death. Everyone 
was so convinced that Shark was the murderer, the judge nearly called a verdict 
minutes into the trial. 

But Apollo had insisted they keep going. His bracelet hadn’t detected any 
lies when Shark claimed he hadn’t murdered Yards. Plus, Shark had an alibi: 
he’d been at a bar on the other side of town when the murder happened, and 
he and his friends had all taken a photo together, proving he’d been there. 


“| don’t know who else it could be,” Apollo muttered. “This is hopeless.” 

“It’s not hopeless,” said Klavier. “I know you, Herr Forehead. You’ve won 
many difficult cases. You can win this one. And, of course, | am here to help 
you.” 

Warmth rose to Apollo’s face. “Thanks, Prosecutor Gavin.” Something 
possessed him then, to ask the question that had been bothering him. “But... 
why are you helping me?” 

Klavier stiffened and toyed with his bangs. “Well... | haven’t had many 
complicated cases of my own to work on lately. | thought | could dedicate my 
spare time to helping a friend. Besides, | could tell this case has been causing 
you stress. | felt my assistance might ease some of the burden.” 

Apollo closed his hand around his bracelet. Something had activated it 
several times—only a mild tightness, but enough to be noticeable. So, not all of 
Klavier’s explanation was a lie—but it wasn’t the entire truth, either. 

“Oh,” Apollo said. “That... That makes sense.” 

Klavier was silent for a few moments before he took a deep breath and said, 
“Herr Justice, wait. I...” 

He took a step forward, reaching a hand out like he intended to touch 
Apollo on the shoulder or—Apollo didn’t know what. But when Apollo looked 
up, Klavier had drawn his hand back. His eyes widened as he stared at 
something over Apollo’s shoulder. 

“| just noticed something.” 

“Y-You did? What is it?” 

Klavier snatched up a photo they’d hung on the wall earlier—a photo taken 
at the bar on the night of the murder, of a band playing on a small stage. 

He tapped on the guitarist in the photograph. “This man’s instrument... One 
of the strings is newer than the others.” He pointed at one of the guitar strings, 
which was a brighter shade of silver than the others. “See?” 

“Yeah, but what does that have to do with... ?” Apollo stopped, gasping 
sharply. “The strangulation mark on Yards’ neck... It looks like it could’ve been 
from a—” 

“Guitar string, ja. Perhaps one that this musician had on hand after it broke 
off his guitar.” Klavier placed the photo down on the table. “Have you spoken to 
this man?” 

“Yeah... Guy Tarr. | didn’t think he was involved, but... He did say something 
vague about how he used to dabble in billiards but gave it up. He sounded 
kinda bitter, but | assumed it was just because he hadn’t been very good at it. 
You don’t think he would’ve killed Billy Yards out of jealousy, do you?” 

“Anything’s possible. It does seem extreme that Herr Guy Tarr would kill 
aman merely because he didn’t see him as a worthy billiards opponent, but 
perhaps it was a factor.” 

“But there’s also this.” Apollo picked up a copy of Yards’ bank records. 
“Yards was in a lot of debt. And | heard rumors that there had been illegal 
gambling involved in the billiards scene years ago...” 

“So, if Yards was involved in gambling,” Klavier continued, “and owed 
someone a lot of money—” 


Apollo dropped the bank records back on the table. “—And if Guy Tarr was a 
part of that same ring of billiards players years ago...” 

Klavier’s eyes widened. “Mein Gott. Perhaps Herr Tarr really is our culprit.” 

“Wow, this really could end up being the answer.” Apollo grabbed Klavier by 
his upper arms, too excited to think what he was doing. “Thank you, thank you. | 
never would’ve noticed that guitar string. God, | could kiss you right now. I—” 

Apollo stopped, the blood draining from his face. He prayed that he hadn’t 
said that out loud—but, judging by Klavier’s widening eyes, that wasn’t the case. 

Oh, God. Apollo was never living this down. He quickly let go of Klavier’s 
arms. “Sorry, sorry. |—sorry.” 

Klavier looked stunned, as if someone had hit him over the head. Then, 
finally, he snapped out of his stupor and cleared his throat. “Well,” he said, “if 
you really wanted to do that, Herr Justice, |... would have no objections.” 

What? Apollo blinked rapidly. Klavier had to be making fun of him. There 
was no way he really... 

The thought cut off as Apollo took in the look on Klavier’s face—the anxious 
gleam in his eyes, the uncharacteristic shyness. Apollo realized, at the back of 
his mind, that his bracelet hadn’t tightened at all. 

“Oh,” Apollo choked out. “You’re serious? You—You really, um... feel that 
way?” He could’ve cringed at his own clumsy speech. 

Surprisingly, Klavier didn’t ridicule him. He chuckled softly and nodded. “Ja, 
|... have felt this way for a while.” 

Apollo clutched at the edge of the table, afraid he might collapse if he let go. 
Klavier had liked him for a while? So... every time Klavier had flirted with him, 
or sought out some excuse to spend time with him, he hadn’t just been teasing 
Apollo or being nice to him out of pity? He meant it? 

Klavier must have mistaken Apollo’s long silence for horror. He ran a hand 
down his face. “Ach, my apologies. I’ve misread the situation. What you said was 
only a figure of speech, was it? |—” 

Apollo didn’t know what came over him then, but the thought that Klavier 
thought he was rejecting him suddenly propelled him forward like someone 
had pushed him from behind. He almost tripped over his own feet in his haste, 
reaching up to tug Klavier down by his jacket collar and planting a—very brief, 
very clumsy—kiss on his mouth. 

He pulled back right away, face burning. “I, uh... sorry,” he blurted, then 
wasn’t even sure what he was apologizing for. For kissing Klavier? That the kiss 
had been bad? 

Wait... he had kissed Klavier. He had kissed Klavier, and now Klavier 
probably thought he was weird or desperate or—he didn’t know, but he did 
know he’d just ruined any brief chance he’d had. He’d made things horribly 
awkward, and they would be stuck here together for God-knows-how-long, 
and— 

Before his panicked thoughts could spin out of control, Apollo stopped to 
actually notice the look on Klavier’s face. Instead of the horrified expression 
he’d expected, there was an awestruck gleam to his eyes, which quickly gave 
way to a fond warmth. Apollo stared, disbelieving. Was that look really aimed at 


him? 

Klavier chuckled and hooked a finger underneath Apollo’s chin, his touch 
light, like he was giving Apollo permission to pull away. Apollo only inhaled 
sharply, not moving a muscle. 

“Apollo,” Klavier said—gentle, careful, as if he thought Apollo’s name might 
shatter on his tongue. “It’s alright.” He studied Apollo’s face, looking back and 
forth between his eyes. “Perhaps we can try again, ja? Properly this time.” 

Oh. Apollo’s heart took a steep dive into his stomach. Once again, he 
noticed the subtle flicker of anxiety in Klavier’s gaze, and realized they were 
equally afraid of messing this up. But that also meant it was just as important to 
Klavier as it was to Apollo. 

“Okay,” he breathed. He took a step forward and leaned into Klavier’s touch, 
tilting his chin up. 

The second kiss was softer, slower, more of an equivalent exchange. 
Apollo’s eyes drifted shut, and his arms looped around Klavier’s neck and pulled 
him closer. 

When they pulled away from each other, Apollo felt like he’d drifted back 
down to Earth after floating miles above the ground. He blinked at the sight of 
Klavier’s face inches from his, in awe of how radiant he managed to look even 
in the stark lighting of the records room. Apollo felt exceptionally giddy, like they 
were two kids sneaking around after school, and couldn’t help but break out 
into a delighted grin. 

Klavier’s mouth turned up in a lopsided smile in return, and he planted a 
quick kiss on Apollo’s forehead—the forehead he had mocked so ceaselessly 
when they’d first met. 

“Ach, to think we could’ve done this much sooner. All | needed to do was 
solve your cases for you.” 

“Hey, we solved it together. And it wasn’t just because you helped me with 
the case. That was just a bonus.” 

“Well, I’m glad to hear it.” Klavier glanced at the locked door. “Anyway... it 
appears that no one is coming to let us out anytime soon. Shall we continue?” 

Apollo tilted his head. “Continue working on the case?” When Klavier gave 
him a baffled look, he broke into laughter. “I’m kidding. Although... wait. Oh, 
God. Aren’t there security cameras in here?” 

“Ja, probably. And?” 

Apollo was about to protest... but then realized he didn’t feel quite as 
panicked as he might have expected, and the sight of Klavier’s bright smile 
made him want to throw all caution to the wind. 

“You know what... never mind,” he said, then smirked. “Now, where were 
we?” He wrapped his arms around Klavier’s neck and pulled him in again. 

He didn’t know how long they were going to remain trapped in here, or what 
consequences they might have to face... but surprisingly, Apollo didn’t care. 
For once, he’d taken his worries and locked them up in a tiny box—and he had 
thrown away the key. 
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Another crash of lightning illuminated the sky as Klavier and Apollo stepped into the 
elevator of Klavier’s condo, the world around them flashing a blinding white before 
the doors shut. 

“You sure we should be on an elevator in a thunderstorm?” Apollo asked for the 
millionth time as the elevator rocketed upward. “I mean what if the power goes out 


“And we’re here!” 

A ding, as the elevator stopped, almost sending a suddenly weightless Apollo a 
foot in the air. The doors opened smoothly. 

Apollo blinked. “Wh... What floor are we on?” 

“Fiftieth.” 

“Fiftieth?!” Apollo stepped out. Was the floor marble? What kind of apartment 
complex was this? “We were in there for five seconds—ACK—” 

“Careful!” Klavier’s hands shot out, grabbing Apollo by the arms and catching 
him before he faceplanted on the floor. Apollo blinked, suddenly smooshed against 
Klavier’s chest. “It’s a bit slippery when wet.” 

“. A-Ah.” Well. Considering Apollo was practically soaked to the bone, that 
made sense. Another explosion of thunder shook the building faintly. “Sorry. 
Thanks.” 

“Of course.” For a moment, neither of them moved. Klavier’s hands were still 
on his arms, and Apollo’s face was still right up against Klavier’s chest, and what 
was up with his heart hammering so hard? Their eyes met, and Apollo quickly 
straightened up, ignoring Klavier’s steadying hand on his arm. Don’t get so worked 
up, Apollo told himself sternly. Gavin’s just being nice, that’s all. 

“I’m just glad we both decided to work so late,” Klavier continued. “Were you 
really going to bike your way through the storm? In the dark?” 

“Well, | wasn’t really getting home any other way. Besides, who would’ve 
expected a rainstorm here of all places?” 

“Well, if you’d looked at the weather report, you could’ve expected something,” 
Klavier replied smoothly, gliding his way through the hall to a fancy door and pulling 
out his signature keyring. “But | suppose that’s expecting too much.” 

“Oh yeah?” Apollo muttered darkly, as the door swung open and Klavier 
motioned him inside. “Well, excuse me for being in a hurry this mor... ning...” 

Maybe he shouldn't be surprised that the first room in Klavier’s home was larger 
than his entire apartment. Wide open, with floor-to-ceiling windows covering the 
far wall. Wood floors, walls covered in Gavinner’s tour posters. There was a glass 
door that led out to a balcony. A purple leather couch. A large kitchen through a 
doorway. Another hallway that led to who knew where. 

He stood there in silence for a moment, feeling deeply out of place, until a voice 
cleared it’s throat behind him. “Err, Herr Forehead? Could you, ah, close the door?” 
“. Huh?” Oh, he’d been standing in the open doorway. He quickly scurried 

forward a few more steps, grabbing his shoes and pulling them off. He stepped 


further into the apartment, continuing to drink in the sights. And in the back of his 
mind, he couldn’t help but feel deeply out of place. Really, why on earth would 
Klavier want to bring him here? 

“Do you need a change of clothes?” Klavier was suddenly beside him, glancing 
down, and Apollo followed his gaze to the puddle forming under his feet. He felt 
himself flush a bit. 

“You really don’t have to if you don’t want to, | mean, I’m only staying until the 
rain lets up and—” 

Klavier placed a hand on Apollo’s back. Apollo felt his body go rigid, a jolt of 
electricity shooting through his spine. Klavier laughed good naturedly, guiding 
Apollo forward. “And let you drip water through my home? Not a chance. Here, I'll 
show you to the bathroom.” 

He led Apollo down the hall, past several closed doors, finally stopping at a 
spacious bathroom. Then Klavier was gone, before returning a few moments later 
with a pair of sweatpants and a Gavinners t-shirt in hand. 

“Of course he owns a Gavinners shirt,” Apollo muttered as the door closed 
behind him. He quickly peeled off his drenched work clothes, uselessly attempting 
to fold them before simply tossing them on the floor and pulling on the surprisingly 
soft outfit. 

Don’t get too comfortable, he told himself, rolling up the pant legs. You’re just 
intruding on Gavin’s hospitality until the storm lets up. 

He stepped back into the hallway, glancing around. Klavier was nowhere in 
sight, though he could hear movement back the way he’d came. As soon as he took 
a step, though, a violent beeping tore through his ears. He jumped, rushing forward 
in time to see a smoky kitchen and Klavier Gavin furiously attempting to turn off the 
smoke alarm, a stream of what sounded distinctly like German curse words falling 
from his lips. 

“What the he// are you doing?” 

“Ach, Herr Forehead!” he grinned triumphantly as the screeching shut off. He 
glanced up, then paused. “Well. That outfit looks... looks good on you. Err. Warm.” 

Apollo’s eyes drifted downward. The clothes barely fit; he looked like he was 
being swallowed by the fabric. “Yeah, | guess | feel a bit warmer,” he said, ignoring 
the warmth specifically rising in his cheeks. 

“Gut. Well, | thought after that ordeal we both might need a little something 
extra to warm us up.” Klavier hesitated a moment, looking back toward the stovetop. 
“Ach, but | don’t know if it’s... edible.” 

“Huh?” Apollo glanced over at the faintly bubbling mass on the stovetop. “... 
Hey, uh... Prosecutor Gavin.” 

“You're welcome to call me Klavier, Herr Forehead. You are in my home.” 

“R-Right, uh, Klavier then.” Apollo cleared his throat. “Why, um... why’re you 
making soup ina frying pan?” 

“... What?” 

“Ah. Okay.” Apollo walked over, pulling the concoction off of the burner. “Maybe 
we need a better plan.” 

“Ja, probably.” Klavier laughed good naturedly, shaking his head. “I was never 
much of a cook.” 

“| never would’ve guessed.” Apollo grabbed the pan, walking over and dumping 


its contents into a trashcan. “Well, I’m not exactly Gordon Ramsay, but | can make 
something edible, at least.” 

“Wunderbar! In that case, show me how it’s done, Herr Chef.” 

Apollo began scouring the kitchen for something to make. Klavier’s kitchen was 
large, but not particularly well stocked. A cabinet with maybe three spices, a pantry 
with one package of tortillas. “You really don’t cook a lot, huh?” 

“Whatever gave you that idea?” 

The fridge was only half full, mostly with leftover takeout and fancy beers. The 
freezer was almost all ready-made stuff. “Oh, you know. Intuition.” 

Eventually, he settled on quesadillas. He grabbed the tortillas, some cheese, 
and the stovetop. As he set up the admittedly simple meal, he and Klavier chattered 
away. It was sort of surprising, actually, how effortlessly they fell into casual 
conversation. Klavier was nice to talk to. It was an easy back and forth, it was... 

... it was... 

It was comfortable. That was the word. Comfortable. 

Don’t get too comfortable, he reminded himself again, as he slid the quesadilla 
onto a plate. He’s just being nice because he felt sorry for you. It doesn’t mean 
anything. You know that. 

“This is delicious,” Klavier mused. “I didn’t realize you could make something so 
delicious with two ingredients.” 

“It’s melted cheese and bread. | could’ve made a grilled cheese sandwich just 
as easily.” 

“I guess I’m just not creative enough for cooking.” 

“It’s not creative! It’s two things!” 

Don’t get comfortable, his brain chided as they laughed. 

They finished up quickly, setting the dishes into the dishwasher. As they 
stepped out into the living room, another flash of lightning lit the sky. 

“. Still raining,” Apollo murmured. 

“Well, you’re welcome to stay as long as you need,” Klavier replied, slinging 
an arm over Apollo’s shoulders. “I’m sure we could find some way to entertain 
ourselves until the rain lets up.” 

Apollo winced, pulling out of Klavier’s grip. “Yeah. Just until the rain lets up.” 
That’s all this was. Nothing more. Just until the rain lets up. Apollo wasn’t supposed 
to be here. “So, um, what do you want to do?” He plopped himself onto the couch. 
“Or | mean, you don’t have to stay here and entertain me if you’re busy, | know I’m 
kind of imposing—” 

“Imposing? Nein, not at all!” Klavier replied, sitting next to him, draping his arms 
over the couch as his knee brushed against Apollo’s. “I’m happy to entertain.” 

“Oh. Neat.” Apollo coughed, ignoring the strange tingle where their legs 
touched. “Well, um. Yeah, what do you want to do then? We could watch a movie 


An explosion of light and sound. And the two of them were plunged into 
darkness. 

“. or | could fuck myself | guess.” 

Klavier burst out laughing. 


“You know, Herr Forehead, I’ve been writing some new material.” 

“Hmm?” Apollo set down the cards they’d been playing with. They’d managed 
to find several candles, lighting the evening with their flickering glow. It was odd, 
how cozy it was in their little pocket of darkness, together. Quiet. The gentle lull of 
the rain behind them. It had only been a few hours since the lights went out, but 
Apollo’s eyes were already starting to feel heavy. 

“Did you want to hear it?” 

Klavier had sat down too close. That should bother him. Why didn’t it bother 
him? Apollo already felt a bit like he was dreaming. “Sure.” 

Klavier smiled, strummed a chord; something soft and gentle. He began to 
sing, too. Words about love, and longing. Yearning. Wanting. It felt like Apollo 
was intruding on something private, something that had nothing to do with him. 
Something he shouldn’t be here for. 

Why was Klavier sharing this moment with him, here in this darkened 
apartment? Why did Klavier’s voice make his chest ache? Why did his voice make 
Apollo want to lean in closer? Why did being in this apartment make him feel warm, 
and safe, and don’t get comfortable, don’t get comfortable, Apollo what are you 
doing, don’t get... 


It was the sunlight that woke him up. Apollo blinked sleepily a few times. What 
happened? When had he fallen asleep? Where even was he? He shifted a bit, trying 
to look around, before abruptly realizing. 

They were on the couch still. Klavier was laying on his back, one leg dangling 
off, guitar on the floor. Apollo was on top of him, head snugly under his chin. He 
could feel Klavier’s arms around him, and his soft, slow breathing, in and out. It was 
warm, and comfortable, and... 

Apollo shut his eyes. The rain had let up. Klavier would probably drive him home 
once he woke up. After all, that was all this was—Klavier opening his home to a silly 
little attorney who forgot to check the weather. That’s all it was. That’s all it ever had 
been. He knew that already. 

So why did Apollo’s chest hurt? 

He could feel Klavier stirring beneath him. He shut his eyes tighter. Maybe he 
could just pretend to be asleep. That would prolong this, wouldn't it? 

“Mmm, Schatz...?” Klavier’s voice rumbled under Apollo, before chuckling, “Ach, 
| suppose that solves the ‘no guest room’ problem.” A hand reached up, gently 
rubbing Apollo’s neck. 

He could feel his heart hammering up into his throat. Could Klavier feel it? 
Would Klavier make him leave when he realized Apollo was awake? Apollo cracked 
an eye open, glancing up toward Klavier’s face. 

Klavier was looking down at him. Their faces were centimeters apart. Apollo felt 
both of them freeze. They stared at each other for a moment. Klavier was so close. 
So close. They didn’t move. They didn’t breathe. The hand on his neck shifted, 
brushing now against Apollo’s cheek. “.. Apollo.” It was barely a whisper. 

Don’t get comfortable, the voice told him. Don’t get comfortable. Don’t get— 

And Apollo leaned in, closing the distance and pressing their lips together 
softly. 
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A week ago, if you asked Apollo how he’d be spending his Saturday evening, 
the last thing he would have said was that he’d be on a date with Klavier 
Gavin. At an arcade, no less. To be fair, they tried a fancy restaurant first, 

but Apollo felt so out of place that Klavier took his hand and suggested 
something more his speed. 

It’s weird. It’s weird, right? Going on a date with the opposing counsel. 
Apollo’s been aware of his crush on Klavier for a few months now, but he 
never let himself even dream of going somewhere with it. When Klavier asked 
him point-blank “Will you go on a date with me?” last week, Apollo was too 
stunned to turn him down. 

Now they’re at the best kind of arcade—a family-owned hole in the wall, 
where you can trade ten dollars for a bag of two hundred nickels and go nuts. 
Klavier couldn’t stand out more if he tried. His designer shoes and expensive 
shirt don’t exactly go with the black lights and gaudy neon carpet. His cologne 
isn’t complementing the smell of greasy pizza, either. 

Apollo is ten times more comfortable here than at a restaurant where 
each entree costs more than his weekly grocery budget. Still, he feels 
self-conscious. Hard not to be, when your date has been on the cover of 
magazines for being one of the hottest men alive. And their first (and let’s be 
real, probably final) date is at a nickel arcade. 

“Are you sure? | know this probably isn’t your scene,” Apollo says, as he 
watches a five-year-old boy drop his nachos and proceed to scream his lungs 
out. Now, there’s some chords of steel. Apollo winces. “We can do something 
else.” 

Klavier waves his hand dismissively. “Nonsense. You said you like places 
like this and | want to get to know you better. So, come on, show me how Herr 
Forehead tackles an arcade.” 

Warmth pools in Apollo’s stomach and some of his anxiety ebbs away. He 
does know one game Klavier should love. 

Klavier laughs when Apollo leads them to it. “Ach, are you sure? | don’t 
want to embarrass you on our first date.” 

Apollo throws one leg over one of the “motorcycle” controllers and grabs 
the handle bars. “Just get out your nickels, Gavin.” 

Racing’s never really been Apollo’s game, so Klavier is probably going to 
crush him, but that’s fine. He wants Klavier to have fun. 

Only problem is... Klavier is bad. Like, so bad. Three games in, and 
Klavier’s come in dead last every time, which leads him to yell at the machine 
in what Apollo assumes are very colorful German curse words. 

“It’s rigged! | am an incredible driver.” Klavier’s hands fly in the air and his 
face reddens. “What is the point of the game if it is unwinnable? It is a scam 


i'd rather waste our time together 
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for nickels. | haven’t gotten a single ticket from it!” 

Apollo can’t help it—he bursts into laughter so raucous that he gets a 
stitch in his side. 

“Ach, don’t think you’re so high and mighty just because you’ve done 
better. Your best is fourth place!” 

This does nothing to relieve Apollo’s giggle fit. When he finally quiets 
down, Klavier is staring at him and there’s no longer a trace of his previous 
frustration. Instead, it’s replaced with a soft smile and even softer eyes. 

Apollo’s shoulders hike up to his ears. “Um, what?” 

“Nothing. You just... have a nice laugh, Herr Forehead.” 

The compliment makes Apollo’s stomach drop. He’d think Klavier’s making 
fun of him, but his bracelet doesn’t tighten, and Apollo doesn’t know how to 
react. “L-let’s do air hockey next. It’s my favorite.” 

Air hockey was either the best or worst decision Apollo could have made, 
because Klavier is also very, very bad at it. And Apollo is very, very good. He 
and Clay used to have death matches over this game, so there’s a select few 
who can compete with him, let alone a rookie. 

It teaches Apollo two things about Klavier: 1. He hates being bad at things 
and gets frustrated when he doesn’t take to something immediately, and 2. 
He is very cute when he’s frustrated. 

“Ach, you’re cheating.” 

“lam not.” Apollo hides a chuckle behind his hand as Klavier glares at him. 
“| played a lot as a kid.” 

“| suppose that’s how you got those forearms of yours.” 

Again, the compliment takes Apollo by surprise. “Oh—uh, thanks—| mean, 
maybe?” Apollo cringes. Can he not act like a massive nerd for two seconds? 
Panicking, he points to the machines in the back of the arcade. “Um... hey, 
let’s try some of the smaller games.” 

Klavier follows him. This time, he’s the one hiding a laugh behind his hand. 

They bounce between a couple of the more generic games—skee ball, 
basketball, the ones where you throw your nickels in to knock more nickels 
out, but you just end up wasting your money—and eat some greasy arcade 
food in between. There’s something transcendent about watching Klavier 
Gavin eat nachos and enjoy it. 

They try the Cyclone game next—the one where you have to press a 
button to stop the light as soon as it’s in front of you. Apollo throws a couple 
nickels in but has no luck, only stopping the light right before the grand prize 
marker. 

Klavier goes next and knits his brows in intense concentration. He watches 
the light go around a couple of times, feeling out its rhythm, then slams his 
hand down on the button. 

The machine goes wild, blinking and flashing its neon lights in celebration 
as tickets pour from the dispenser. 

Apollo and Klavier scream and jump into each other’s arms. Apollo doesn’t 
have a chance to be self-conscious about it because Klavier’s so excited he 


looks like a little kid. Even if Apollo doesn’t land a second date out of this, it 
was worth it for that alone. 

The tickets keep coming and coming, and Apollo realizes they’re waiting 
on over five hundred tickets to churn out. 

“Klavier, you're going to wipe this machine out.” Apollo catches the tickets, 
trying to keep them in a manageable stack. 

“Agh, that felt so good,” Klavier says, pacing around like the adrenaline 
rush hasn’t worn off yet. “We should cash them in now and end on a high.” 

Apollo agrees, but a part of him is disappointed. He doesn’t really want 
the night to end. Especially because the first thing Klavier does with his huge 
stack of tickets is hand most of them to a girl who can’t be older than seven. 
She beams up at him like he’s a god and whispers, “This is enough to get a 
remote car” before she runs off. 

“That was... really sweet,” Apollo says, far too soft. He hopes Klavier 
doesn’t pick up on it, because the last thing Apollo wants to do is sound 
desperate. 

Klavier waves it off. “It’s nothing. She has more use for a remote car than | 
do. Though, | hope | saved enough to get you a teddy bear.” 

“| think you’ve got enough for a handful of cheap plastic crap.” Apollo 
bumps his shoulder against Klavier’s. “But | appreciate the thought.” 

Klavier hums, but doesn’t say anything else as they approach the counter. 
After a few minutes of picking out prizes, they head out to Klavier’s car, each 
armed with a small plastic bag of arcade spoils. 

Klavier doesn’t get in right away. Instead, he leans against the trunk and 
looks up at the night sky, which is too polluted with light to see any stars. 
Apollo joins him, the cool metal of the car seeping through his clothes and 
chilling his back. They’re quiet for a moment, just with each other, but after 
a couple of seconds Apollo worries he should say something. If only he was 
witty and charming like Klavier, able to spin flattering words out of thin air. 
He’s not sure he can offer Klavier much. At least, not what he deserves. 

Apollo’s pulled from his thoughts by the sound of rustling plastic. 

“Here,” Klavier says as he takes Apollo’s hand and slides a Ring Pop on his 
finger. “It’s no teddy bear, but consider it a token of my affection.” 

Someone handing him a Ring Pop shouldn’t fluster Apollo as much as 
it does, but his cheeks are on fire regardless. Before he can completely 
embarrass himself, Apollo looks down into his bag of goodies and fishes out a 
ring of his own—a glow-in-the-dark cockroach. 

Apollo takes Klavier’s hand and slides the ring onto Klavier’s pinky, the 
only place it’ll fit. “Um, me too. A token of my... a-affection.” 

Klavier admires the ring like it’s made of the finest diamonds. “I shall 
treasure it always.” 

Apollo laughs as something rumbles in his chest—a warm, thunderous 
feeling that makes Apollo more brave than he can ever remember being. 

“Hey, Klavier—” 

“Apollo, |—” 


They both stop talking at the same time and Apollo’s confidence goes 
right out the window. “No, you go first.” If Klavier’s going to say something like 
| think we should stay friends, Apollo would rather hear him say it first before 
he mortifies himself. 

Klavier fiddles with the bit of hair over his forehead, which Apollo knows 
is a nervous tic of his. “Ach, well, | wanted to say that I... hope | didn’t make 
too much of a fool of myself losing all those games in front of you.” He takes a 
deep breath. “Because I'd really like to see you again, if that’s alright.” 

Apollo’s breath catches in his throat. “You... want to see me again?” 

“Have | been too subtle for you, Forehead?” Klavier laughs. “I thought | 
was pretty obvious.” 

Apollo scratches the back of his head. He knows Klavier isn’t lying, but it’s 
hard to accept that Klavier likes him at all. “I still can’t believe you asked me 
out in the first place.” 

“Why? | like you.” Klavier nods to the arcade. “It was nice seeing you ina 
place like this, having fun. If you don’t feel the same, | won’t—” 

“Do you want to go out somewhere next weekend?” Apollo blurts like the 
words are exorcized from him. Maybe it’s because of what Klavier is saying, 
or maybe it’s how handsome he looks even under fluorescent park lights, or 
maybe it’s that he’s still cradling the hand that’s wearing his cockroach ring, 
but Apollo gets it through his thick skull—Klavier likes him, and it doesn’t 
matter why. Just that he does. And Apollo likes him, too. “It doesn’t matter 
where. Even if it’s a fancy restaurant.” 

Klavier is quiet then, but Apollo hears the subtle hitch in the back of his 
throat, and sees the twitch in his fingers as he resists the nervous impulse to 
play with his hair—all of them telling a story of Klavier’s sincere interest in him. 
If he still likes Apollo after he absolutely destroyed him at air hockey with no 
remorse, then yeah, it’s the real deal. 

“Next weekend is perfect.” Klavier is a little closer to him now, their 
shoulders brushing as they lean against the car. 

The air around them changes—it’s charged and full of tension. It 
simultaneously makes Apollo want to run for the hills and let himself succumb 
to it. 

“Apollo,” Klavier whispers, his eyes half-lidded as he scans Apollo’s face, 
focusing on one particular part of it. “Would | be pressing my luck if | asked to 
kiss you?” 

Apollo’s heart swells and bursts like a firework, but instead of answering, 
he leans in and Klavier meets him halfway. 

It’s a good, honest kiss, one that makes Apollo’s stomach do flips and the 
hair on the back of his neck stand up. It’s sweet and earnest, and most of all, 
it’s Klavier. 

In Apollo’s humble opinion, that’s better than any jackpot. 


a soft epilogue 
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Klavier wakes up with a heaviness in his chest. 

It takes him a moment to place it—it’s as if his body knows before he does. 
But then his brain clicks into gear, and he remembers the date. His heart 
drops further into his chest. 

In an effort to push it away, Klavier cuddles further into his blankets, letting 
his eyes drift shut. The morning is quiet, early, butter-yellow light streaming in 
through the window. Sleep-warmth touches every part of his body, cradling 
him and sinking into his bones. On his thigh, Mikeko sleeps peacefully, 
and Vongole’s head rests on his feet, the rest of her body sprawled across 
Apollo’s shins. 

Beside him, Apollo stirs, murmuring sleepily as he blinks awake, attuned to 
Klavier as always. Klavier lets out a soft sigh twisting slightly to greet Apollo’s 
half-lidded gaze. Apollo’s smile is beatific as their eyes meet, open and 
unfiltered in a way that mornings like this allow him to be. Klavier breathes 
in deeply, then leans down to kiss him, finding Apollo already meeting him 
halfway. 

The casualness of that action, how Apollo does it so naturally, like it’s 
second nature, would ordinarily send sparks down Klavier’s skin. 

This morning, it brings tears to his eyes. 

Apollo catches it immediately, so fast that Klavier wonders if he’s wearing 
his bracelet. But no—it sits on the nightstand, almost glowing in the sunlight. 
Apollo just knows him that well. 

Apollo opens his mouth to speak, worry filling his eyes, but Klavier shakes 
his head, and Apollo subsides. Apollo pauses for a moment, then shifts 
upward, looking down at Vongole to make sure she isn’t disturbed. Klavier 
closes his eyes gratefully and carefully shuffles downwards, pausing to ensure 
Mikeko is still asleep. Apollo lies slightly above him now, his neck level with 
Klavier’s face. 

Klavier slumps forward, pressing his face into the soft space under 
Apollo’s chin and resting his hands against Apollo’s bare chest. Apollo’s arms 
wind around him, tight and fierce and protective. 

They don’t speak as Klavier fights for control, breath shuddering despite 
himself. Apollo smells like rest, and safety, and light sweat, and the cheapest 
laundry detergent at the store that Klavier hasn’t been able to convince him 
to stop buying. Apollo’s tattoos are dark against his golden-brown skin, and 
Klavier traces them with the pads of his fingers, letting the repetitive motion 
soothe him. 

After what could be hours, Apollo’s grip loosens slightly. One hand rises, 
settling in Klavier’s loose hair and rubbing softly at his scalp. Klavier sighs 
at the touch, turning his head so that his cheek is pillowed against Apollo’s 
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shoulder. He feels Apollo take in a breath. 

“Penny for your thoughts?” Apollo asks quietly. His words are careful, 
treading the line between respectful and insistent, offering Klavier an out if he 
wants, or a path forward through his walls. 

Klavier decides to take the infinitely more difficult road. He and Apollo 
have both been working on that. 

“Did you ever think you’d end up here?” he says. 

“Here as in...2” Apollo sounds puzzled. 

“Here as in, with me.” 

Apollo huffs wryly. “I don’t think | ever imagined being with a rockstar 
prosecutor as a kid, if that’s what you mean,” he teases. Klavier smiles weakly. 
“But if you meant when we first met... well, no. But it definitely felt natural to 
get together with you, after... everything.” Everything they went through, he 
means. Klavier exhales. 

“I didn’t either,” Klavier confesses. “Expect you, | mean. | know | acted flirty 
and confident, but you turned my world upside down from the minute we met, 
and | think some part of me knew from that instant that you were it for me. 
But—” Klavier chokes, sudden terror seizing him. What if Apollo takes this the 
wrong way, like Klavier is doubting him and their relationship? 

Apollo’s fingers tighten gently in his hair. 

“You can talk to me,” he reminds Klavier, tender. “I’m listening.” 

Klavier nods, trying to ignore the shivering thump of his heart. “But before 
that,” he continues, “Even a year before that, | thought my future was with 
someone else.” Klavier pauses, waiting for a response. 

When none comes, Klavier dares to look up at Apollo, Apollo’s face 
is smooshed up into a pout as he tries to figure out what Klavier means. 
Klavier gets the feeling that if Apollo’s hands were free, he would be doing 
that adorable thing where he pushes his index finger into the middle of his 
forehead. Despite the intense discomfort of the moment, Klavier can’t help a 
brief grin. 

A few moments pass, and Apollo’s face clears. “Oh,” he says. “Daryan.” 

Klavier squeezes his eyes shut, white-hot pain lancing through him. 
“Daryan,” he echoes blankly. “Today is—today is the anniversary of the day we 
got together.” 

Apollo is silent. 

“It happened after a show. It was past midnight and everyone else had 
gone to bed, but we were still too electrified from the performance to sleep. 
We were always the last ones to go to bed, and our manager despaired of us, 
| think.” 

Klavier pauses, too afraid to look up and see what expression Apollo is 
making. He looks instead at Mikeko, who has turned onto his back and is 
squinting at Klavier upside down, eyes already closing in slumber. Klavier 
reaches down to stroke his head, then continues. 

“Our manager had left us each just a little wine, and we were in Europe 
at the time, so it was technically legal for us to drink. Daryan was particular 


about things like that; he cared a lot about our good reputation. And in a lot 
of ways, being a legal-themed rock band was a way for us to escape some of 
the flashier aspects of celebrity life. Uh.” Klavier breathes in deeply. “So we 
were drinking, and | was telling some story, and there was this moment where 
| was laughing, and he was laughing, and we looked at each other and we just 
knew.” 

Apollo is still quiet. Klavier clenches his fists in Apollo’s shirt. 

“| shouldn’t remember that,” Klavier says. “But you know what my 
childhood was like. What it was like to grow up with—with Kris. Daryan was... 
he was a bright spot in a long period of time that | often had none. We were 
good for each other, until we weren’t, and even then, he was my best friend 
and the one person who was always there for me. He made me happy.” 

Another pause. “Klavier,” Apollo says finally. “Look at me.” 

Klavier swallows hard and braces himself. 

Apollo’s face is sad and warm and not at all angry. 

“There are some memories that become a part of you no matter what,” 
Apollo says fiercely. “And even when the way you love someone changes 
or they betray you or they—or they die, that doesn’t mean you shouldn’t 
remember them fondly, Klavier. He still matters to you, and that’s okay.” 

Klavier breaks into tears. 

“Whoa, hey,” Apollo says, alarm seeping into his voice. “Did | say 
something wrong? Klavier, I’m sorry, | didn’t—” 

“No, no,” Klavier gets out, but he isn’t able to manage much more, swept 
away by the storm of his grief. He slumps and lets himself cry ugly, shuddering 
breaths into Apollo’s shoulder. It’s wet and gross, shattering the peace of the 
morning completely, but Apollo doesn’t move. He stays. 

He stays. 

“He still won’t see me,” Klavier sobs. “Even after all this time, every time | 
visit him, he turns me away. | thought he still loved me, Apollo!” 

“lm sorry,” Apollo murmurs. “I’m so sorry, Klav.” 

Eons seem to pass, and finally, Klavier lies spent. He opens his mouth to 
apologize, but Apollo catches it and cuts him off immediately with a firm shake 
of his head. 

In the ensuing silence, Klavier has a thought. “Do you have them, too?” he 
asks Apollo. “Memories that you think you shouldn’t remember. Or,” he says, 
remembering the catch in Apollo’s voice, “memories that you don’t want to?” 

Apollo bites his lip, pain flashing in his eyes. “I haven’t really ever talked to 
you about Clay, have I?” 

Klavier shakes his head. 

Apollo swallows. “We were best friends for most of our lives, and then 
we were together for maybe a year? We both decided that we didn’t really 
work as a couple, so we went back to being best friends with basically no 
awkwardness.” He laughs. “Not that that was ever a question. Clay was too 
stubborn to let us drift apart.” Apollo smiles sadly, his eyes shining with tears. 
“He was the best. In the whole universe.” 


“’’m sorry,” Klavier whispers. 

Apollo shakes his head. “Thinking about him always makes me feel like 
I’ve been stabbed,” he says. “It hurts like nothing else I’ve ever experienced. 
But remembering him and all the times we shared makes me happy, too.” 

He shrugs. “I know it’s not the same, exactly, but you’re allowed to grieve 
something painful and still find joy in the good, Klavier. That’s part of what 
keeps us moving forward.” 

Klavier reaches up to scrub his face. His eyes feel swollen, his head heavy 
from crying. “Joy in the good,” he says. 

Apollo nods. “Tell me about the good, Klavier.” 

Klavier takes a deep breath. He closes his eyes and lets himself get lost in 
memory. 

And he speaks. 

He talks about his first birthday on tour and how Daryan organized a 
surprise dinner at what is now one of Klavier’s favourite restaurants, even 
though they had to hit the road early the next morning. He tells Apollo, 
laughing, about the time Daryan attempted to take Klavier to a horror movie 
for their second date and ended up whimpering into Klavier’s shoulder the 
entire time. He tears up remembering the first time he and Daryan said ‘I love 
you’ to each other, the conversation that ended their relationship, and the vow 
they took to remain friends. 

Klavier talks, and talks, and talks, and something in his chest loosens 
and floats away. He feels... freer. Gratitude blooms in his heart all at once for 
all those happy moments he stole with Daryan, for all the good times they 
shared, for the love that they created together, even if brief. 

And a constant gratitude: always, always, for Apollo. 

“Thank you for trusting me with that,” Apollo murmurs when Klavier finally 
stops, exhausted. “I’m glad you had him.” 

Klavier leans up and kisses Apollo deeply. “And now | have you,” he says. 
“Despite all that pain, | found you. That’s another thing to find joy in.” He looks 
Apollo in the eyes. “I love you, Apollo. Thank you for loving me.” 

Apollo reaches for Klavier’s hand and kisses his palm softly. “It’s my 
greatest joy.” Then he yawns loudly and grins bashfully at Klavier’s laugh. 
“Now, how about we get some more rest?” 

Klavier nods, and they resettle, still wrapped in each other’s embrace. 
Finally at peace, Klavier sleeps. 
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Klavier Gavin is not a nervous man. 

Well, perhaps that’s not quite true. He’s learned how to control the nerves. 
You have to when you’re performing in front of a crowd of thousands by the 
time you’re seventeen. 

All of that flies out of the window the day he asks Apollo Justice out. 

It’s perhaps the most awkward thing he’s ever done. Certainly not the 
suave, debonair moment he’d been envisioning for literal years. No, instead 
he trips on a crack in the sidewalk as they walk into the courthouse, and when 
Apollo snorts while laughing at Klavier (scrambling to stand), he blurts out the 
question. 

In his defense, Apollo is very cute when he’s taken aback. 

Still, maybe asking him out was the easy part. Planning the perfect date 
is... harder. They’ve made it a habit to get lunch at least once a week, and 
coffees before big trials, and the Edgeworth-Wright household has a monthly 
dinner party they often find themselves attending together (and if they get 
drinks after... that’s their business.) 

So. A date. A Date. The Date, if Klavier lets himself be hopeful about it. It’s 
a lot of pressure. And of course, he can’t just ask Apollo for help, because 
that’s cheating. 

Actually, when accepting the proposition, Apollo explicitly asks for the 
decision-making to be taken out of his control, as long as Klavier “doesn’t go 
too overboard.” 

It’s Trucy that suggests Disneyland, in the end. 

She’s sneaky in the way that only little sisters can be. She doesn’t bother 
to simply text Klavier, no. She creates an elaborate faux-pickpocketing routine 
where she plants a note on him with a riddle of all things. 

Ach, he’s wrapped around her finger too. 

The day of The Date dawns bright and clear, the sky a spotless grey-blue. 
Klavier knows, because he’s awake for it. For... preparation. Not because he 
woke up at five a.m. in a cold sweat thinking about all the ways this could go 
wrong. Nein, not him! He just had to get the backpack ready with the snacks 
and sharpies and battery packs and water bottles and... 

Well. At least he’s prepared. 

Seeing Apollo at the gate to the park is a breath of fresh air. It’s easy to get 
lost in those wide, expressive eyes, and easier still to lower the tension in his 
shoulders as they walk towards one another. 

“Took you long enough,” Apollo jokes, a nervous laugh punctuating the 
line. 

“Ach,” Klavier responds. “Had to make sure | looked perfect enough for my 
biggest fan!” 


The familiar jab has Apollo rolling his eyes. 

Danke Gott, Klavier thinks. 

Getting into the park is easy, given their level of preparation. Their bags 
are checked and their tickets scanned in the blink of an eye, and then they’re 
inside. 

And the look on Apollo’s face is gorgeous. A mixture of enraptured and 
embarrassed and a little wistful. Not for the first time, Klavier is struck with a 
pang of wonder. Verdammt, he’s lucky. 

Of course, not everyone looks at the park entrance so closely, and a family 
with a gaggle of young children comes whizzing by, bumping the distracted 
Apollo. Panic flashes across his face in the split second before Klavier can 
get to him, catching him clumsily with an arm behind his back and a hand 
grasping one of Apollo’s. 

The parents are apologetic, of course, but they’re not the reason Apollo 
has a bright red blush coloring his cheeks. At least, Klavier hopes not. 

Anyway, that’s how they end up holding hands as they walk down Main 
Street. It’s... sweaty. Maybe a little tight. 

Klavier thinks it’s perfect. 

“So...” Apollo says. “Where to first?” 

“’’m not sure,” Klavier says. “What kind of rides do you like? Or is it too 
early for rides? We could always go get a snack, or look in the shops, or—” 

“Klav, relax,” Apollo says, because he’s perfect. “Let’s go ride the teacups.” 

His answering sigh of relief is audible, and Apollo squeezes his hand 
before loosening his grip a little. There’s a twitch, gone in the blink of an eye, 
where Apollo rolls the side of his lips in, as if he were going to bite them. 

If it were anyone else, Klavier would call his expression awkward, but that 
description feels clumsy. 

Apollo’s hiding something, but who is Klavier to call him out on it? It’s fine. 
They’re fine. It’s just a look. Maybe Apollo feels awkward about their sweaty 
hands, even if that’s just how it is when it’s fall in L.A. 

They ride the teacups. And Apollo spins them so fast that Klavier can’t 
walk in a straight (ha) line after. And they get a pretzel to share. (What’s 
more romantic than dipping bread in cheese, even if it’s next to a dancing 
Stormtrooper?) And it’s fine. It’s nice! Apollo is smiling, and Klavier is smiling, 
and the conversation isn’t stilted in the way first dates can be, and it’s nice. 

Apollo doesn’t reach for his hand again, though. In fact, he hasn’t 
since their little moment near the front gates, even when Klavier not-so- 
surreptitiously placed his own in between them while they enjoyed their 
pretzel. 

And... okay, it is fine. Really. Except Klavier Gavin, international (former) 
rock star and famed prosecutor, happens to be, perhaps, a bit nervous. 

What they have is good. The lunches, the coffees, the movie premieres, 
Trucy’s shows... Those are great. Maybe it’s a little more than what normal 
friends do together, but when have either of them had perfectly “normal” 
interpersonal relationships? 


Did Klavier throw all that away without a second thought? Did he even 
think about the consequences of a bad first date? What if he ruins whatever 
they have before it even gets started? What if he’s too late? Or too early? Or 
he misread the situation entirely and Apollo is just humoring him? 

No. Absolutely not. He’s not going to go down that train of thought at 
Disneyland of all places. He’ll let Apollo make the next move, and that'll give 
him his answer. He’s not a subtle man, and Klavier certainly doesn’t want 
to push something that isn’t reciprocated. If Apollo does want to take this 
beyond their current friendship, he’ll make it known. 

In retrospect, he should have known that was a bad idea. 

“If you want something done,” he can hear his mother say, somewhere in 
the back of his brain, “you have to do it yourself. Das Gltick hilft den Kuhnen!” 

Well, Klavier never claimed to be a wise man. 

It comes to a head after they ride the Pirates of the Caribbean ride. Of 
course it does. 

By all accounts, it’s kind of a romantic ride, if you can overlook the 
skulls and bones and creepy noises. It’s dark (“mood lighting”), it’s a boat 
(automatically romantic), and it’s slow (plenty of time to hold hands or lean on 
shoulders or... whatever). 

Apollo does none of that. 

They spend the ride with a solid foot of space between them. It’s dead 
silent, save for the giggling children in front of them. It could be worse. It could 
always be worse, they both know that better than anyone. But it’s awkward 
and tense and Klavier can see Apollo wind tighter and tighter until he’s a ball 
of contained energy when they’re exiting out the gift shop. 

Which is, of course, when Klavier gets recognized. 

The girl that comes up to him is no older than five, and dressed in the most 
beautiful Tiana dress he’s ever seen. Her mothers are clearly embarrassed, 
but the way she runs to hug him is something that Klavier will never take for 
granted. He signs her autograph book with a grin, taking as many pictures as 
they want, and it’s the most welcome reprieve he could have asked for. 

When the family runs off to catch a spot for the early fireworks, he turns his 
attention back to Apollo, who looks... confused. And a little hurt. 

Scheisse. 

“What was that?” Apollo asks, and that’s... not what he expected. 

“Was? A fan?” 

“No, not that,” Apollo huffs, frustration coloring his words. “Just... you were 
so happy just then. | don’t get it. What did | do wrong?” 

And now it’s Klavier’s turn to be surprised. “What do you mean? Nothing?” 

“You just pulled away. Since the tea cups. Why? Did you not want to be 
spotted with me?” 

“What?” Klavier says, aghast. “What would make you say that? You’re the 
one who let go of my hand!” 

“Oh my god, you can be so dense sometimes!” 

“Well then please enlighten me, because | don’t know what on earth 


you’re talking about. | was under the impression you didn’t want any of that.” 

And that’s the sentence that gives Apollo pause. “Why would you think 
that?” 

Klavier blushes, gesturing them both closer to the wall while people push 
towards concession stands. “You kept pulling away, Apollo. And then you 
just... never reached out. | tried to give you the space to, and you just... didn’t. 
You never do.” 

“What does that even mean? You know what—I didn’t after the tea cups 
because | thought you were tired of it!” Apollo says. 

“Me?” Klavier laughs, incredulously. “Apollo, I’ve spent pretty much every 
opportunity trying to get close to you. Why do you think I’d stop now?” 

Apollo pauses. And he thinks. And the answer he comes up with is clearly 
hard, so Klavier lets him think about it and instead reaches out a hand, 
halfway. 

“Apollo Justice,” he says, “you are one of the most incredible men I’ve 
known. We don’t have to talk about it right now, in front of ninety thousand 
people. We can just be two people on a date who have some problems we’re 
going to have to work on together.” 

“Are you sure?” Apollo asks. 

“Positive, Schatz.” 

So Apollo takes his hand, and this time it feels right. It feels like they’ve 
achieved something, even if they'll need to circle back to this conversation 
later. It feels comfortable and familiar. It feels new, but it feels like a promise to 
themselves, to their future. 

They don’t kiss during the fireworks. That’s cliché. (Alright, maybe they 
miss the opportunity because they decided to ride the Matterhorn instead. 
Sue them, it’s the best view of the show at that time of night.) 

Apollo does kiss him over a caramel apple while they walk out hand in 
hand, though. And that’s even better. 
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Apollo didn’t know where to put the utensils, and, frankly, he might combust 
if he doesn’t decide soon. On one hand, the drawer on the right side of the 
stove is closer to the dishwasher for easy washing. On the other hand, the 
drawer on the left is closer to the fridge, which could be more strategic for 
late night snack spoon access. There were just too many options in this 
massive, massive kitchen... Still, he could put the plates in the cabinets 
above either drawer, which is probably most important, right? Wait. Maybe 
this is a question of where he’s putting the plates. Oh God—does he have to 
reorder everything if plates go first? 

“Hausbesitzer?” Klavier’s fond call from the living room snaps Apollo out 
of his cooking implement trance. 

“Unless it’s very important, wait a second,” Apollo replies. “| need to 
focus on finding the forks a home.” 

“It's very important!” Klavier says back, although the way his voice rises 
and falls lazily suggests that, no, it’s probably not very important at all. 

At least, not as important as utensils. Apollo is ready to just scatter forks 
throughout all the drawers as some kind of abstract artistic statement on 
organization when Klavier comes up behind him and wraps his arms around 
Apollo’s torso. 

Instantly, Apollo feels some of his stress melt away at the embrace. Klav 
is here, and he’s warm, and Apollo can put a pause on this utensil-cabinet- 
plate fiasco. Just as Apollo turns to greet him, Klavier sweeps him into a 
quick kiss. It’s gentle and easy and floods Apollo’s chest with joy. As Klavier 
pulls away with a grin, Apollo can’t help the wide smile that spreads on his 
own face. 

“Was that for anything in particular?” he asks Klavier softly, reaching out 
a hand to tuck a loose strand of platinum blonde hair behind his ear. Klavier 
shakes his head. 

“Il love you,” he says, “and |! want to kiss you in our new kitchen.” 

Apollo pulls Klavier right back into another kiss because, man, he loves 
this guy so much. This time, when they pull apart, Apollo grabs the utensils 
decisively. 

“Right drawer,” Apollo announces, placing them inside. “That’s where the 
utensils go in this new kitchen.” 

“Our new kitchen, ja?” Klavier adds. 

“Our new kitchen,” Apollo repeats. Our kitchen, he thinks. It’s ours. 

Buying a house with Klavier was exciting and overwhelming. It made 
sense, logistically—instead of bouncing back and forth between Klavier’s 
penthouse and Apollo’s shoebox, why not just move in together? Why not 


have their lives unfold together in one place? They get to wake up every 
morning side by side, they get to come home to one another, they get to 
make their own home. And, while Apollo’s inner interior designer may be 
too easily frazzled to be in charge of organizing the kitchen, he knows that 
the material things will probably come together with time... 

Apollo decides to take a break from the kitchen and heads to the hall 
to hang up some frames. The gentle patter of his footsteps quietly echoes 
up from the hardwood floor to the high ceilings as he walks. Apollo lets out 
a breath as he leans to pick up one of the pictures. No, it’s not the material 
things he’s worried about. 

They’ve got a few boxes of photographs and frames. Klavier has an 
enormous number of family albums, pictures, and show posters. Apollo 
knew he purged some of them while cleaning out his old apartment, mostly 
pictures of his brother... Kristoph only appears in one photo, a family shot in 
front of some European castle. One memory untouched by the sins of the 
future. He sets it aside to look at other snapshots from across Klavier’s life— 
the Gavinners’ days are very well-documented, and there’s many photos 
from the prosecutor’s office with his colleagues. 

At the bottom of Klavier’s third box of pictures, Apollo finds some of his 
own. A couple old photos with Clay, a bunch of pictures with Trucy. There’s 
a great, if incredibly chaotic, shot of everyone from the agency—Apollo 
looking alarmed as Athena almost gets knocked over by Mr. Hat emerging 
from Trucy’s cape, with Mr. Wright laughing completely unbothered. And, 
of course, there’s a bunch of photos with Klavier. All in all, though, Apollo’s 
contribution to their wall barely fills half a box... 

Apollo is shaken out of his thoughts by a heave from Klavier behind him 
as he slowly slides a box full of law books across the floor. He pauses by 
Apollo and picks up a blue frame. 

“This would be perfect for that photo, ja?” he says, pointing out a photo 
from one of Trucy’s magic shows. 

“Oh! You’re right.” Apollo slides it into the frame and—yes!—it looks 
perfect. Klavier leans in to peck him on the cheek. 

“And now I’ve kissed you in the hall.” 

Apollo gives him a warm smile, before glancing past him with a smirk. 
“That box isn’t going to move itself, you know.” 

With a long, dramatic groan, Klavier starts shoving the box along the 
floor, and Apollo resumes sorting through photos and begins to decorate 
the hallway with frames. After a half hour or so, once the wall looks a little 
less barren, Apollo joins Klavier who has moved on to unpacking the living 
room. 

Klavier is scrutinizing a half-assembled coffee table, glancing between 
some directions and a table leg in his hand. He is completely encircled 
by an assortment of guitars in stands, like the instruments were part of a 
summoning ritual for constructed furniture. 


“Table going well?” Apollo asks, glancing over the strange scene. 

“Well is perhaps too positive a term at this juncture,” Klavier replies. “I 
took a break to unpack the guitars.” 

“That | can see,” Apollo affirms. “Let me move them out of the way.” He 
begins grabbing them and lining them up against the far wall. Klavier has 
so many guitars—he just has so many things. That coffee table was his, too. 
Most everything belonged to Klavier. Apollo brought a few things, like the 
toaster and that nice standing lamp. But the majority of stuff was Klavier’s. 

Apollo pauses as he sets one guitar stand down. He looks up to the high 
ceiling above, at the skylight letting in the afternoon sun. It’s just massive. 
And Apollo feels very, very small. He knows Klavier can fill all this space... 
Can Apollo? 

Apollo isn’t sure how long he stands there, still and looking out, before 
Klavier appears beside him and puts a hand on his shoulder. 

“Schatz?” he says quietly. “Are you alright?” 

Apollo lets out a breath. “I’ve never... I’ve never lived in a place like this 
before. Never had this much space, never had this much anything.” He 
closes his eyes. “I’m excited, of course. To get to live together is amazing, 
it’s just... It’s a lot.” 

Apollo opens his eyes to see Klavier giving him a comforting smile. His 
hand slides to Apollo’s back, rubbing small circles, before he glances over 
to a box just a little bit past them. Apollo watches as Klavier heads to it and 
rummages through, eventually pulling out a small speaker. Klavier whips out 
his phone and a moment later, one of Apollo’s favorite songs starts playing. 

Wordlessly, Klavier takes Apollo’s hands and they dance to the music, 
at first just swaying together but really getting into it as the song picks 
up. Klavier dips him, then spins him out; eventually, they’re practically just 
jumping around together to the beat, weaving and hopping between half- 
unpacked boxes. When the song winds down, they return to swaying, and 
Klavier runs his thumb over the back of Apollo’s hand. 

“It might be hard to believe that this is all ours, and it may not feel right 
yet, but it will,” he says softly. “With time, it will. And maybe with some more 
dancing, too.” 

Apollo stares into Klavier’s brilliant eyes and nods slowly. He’s right. With 
time, and with Klav by his side through it all. It will be theirs. It will. It will. 

Klavier tilts his head to the side. “I would suggest more dancing now, but 
perhaps it’d be best to build our desks, ja?” 

Apollo gives a nod. They do need to get their desks set up. Klavier 
smiles and turns to head to their home office, but Apollo grabs his wrist and 
pulls him into a tender kiss. Klavier hums happily and raises an eyebrow. 

“What was that for?” 

“You hadn’t kissed me in the living room yet,” Apollo explains, taking in 
Klavier’s handsome face. 

“How could | forget, Hausbesitzer?” Klavier exclaims, giving him another 


quick kiss. 

“What does ‘Hausbesitzer’ mean?” 

“Homeowner,” Klavier translates with a grin. 

Apollo can’t help but laugh. “Romantic.” 

Two desks, three bookshelves, several kisses, and a kitchen table 
later, their house is in surprisingly good shape. They’re just finishing some 
takeout, both slumped over the table. They’ve done good work today, but 
they’re absolutely exhausted. Apollo can’t wait to climb into bed and sleep 
the day awa—wait. 

“Oh my God,” Apollo says, sitting up as horror floods his voice. “We 
didn’t build the bed.” 

Klav’s head is resting against the table’s surface, and he sounds mostly 
surrendered as he repeats: “Huh. We didn’t build the bed.” 

No bed shouldn't be the end of the world, right? Except the couch was 
getting delivered tomorrow. Apollo can see into the living room from the 
kitchen and intently scans to see if there’s anything that’d make a comfy, 
makeshift spot to sleep. 

Not the guitars, not the coffee table, not the fireplace, not the... It’s then 
he spots Mikeko, curled up in a ball on the carpet of their living room ina 
patch of moonlight from the skylight above. He’s been a very good boy 
today, keeping out of their hair as they unpack, and he seems to have taken 
to the place already by how cozy he looks. Huh. That might be perfect. 

It doesn’t take Apollo long to find an old blanket, and, soon, he’s cuddled 
up with Klav on the floor of their living room, Mikeko resting by their feet. 
Staring up, Apollo can see the night sky through the glass above, the stars 
shining clear and bright. He turns to point them out to Klavier, but he’s 
already dozed off. He looks very cute as he sleeps, his hair glowing slightly 
from the moonlight. 

Apollo looks from his partner to the room around them. It’s still huge, but 
that small feeling inside him from before seems distant now. It was bigger 
than anything he’d ever known, but, under this ratty blanket with Klavier 
beside him, he was certain they’d grow into it. The most important part was 
never the space, anyway. 

Apollo takes another glance at Klavier’s peaceful, resting face before 
closing his own eyes with a gentle smile. They’re home. 


Ww ‘Humoresque of a Pair of Sunbeams 
June 


A year could pass quickly in good company. 

Apollo wasn’t used to it yet—months starting and ending without having to worry 
about rent, the permanence of his job, the reassurance from his friends that nothing 
had to be tentative anymore. Security was steadily becoming a permanent fixture in 
Apollo’s adult life, which still took a bit of an adjustment. 

What didn’t take much of an adjustment, though, and who seemed to slot into 
Apollo’s life seamlessly, was Klavier. They went on dates, shared an apartment, 
planned vacations together... the whole shebang, really. They shared an intimacy 
Apollo hadn’t been sure he was capable of at the start of their relationship, but hey. 
Through it all, they’d made it a whole year together, and that was really something. 

The sun rose in more of a hurry than usual that morning, pulling Apollo from a 
deep sleep. That was another thing that had changed, alongside Klavier—Apollo 
routinely rose with the sun now, sitting up on the bed as he waited for Klavier to 
wake, too. Eventually, one of Klavier’s arms, draped over Apollo’s middle through the 
night, swung gracelessly to meet Klavier’s face and rub the sleep from his eyes. 

“G’morning, Klay,” Apollo said, voice rasping in an attempt to keep quiet. “Happy 
anniversary.” 

“Mmmm.” Klavier sat up a little, burying his head in the crook of Apollo’s elbow. 
“Happy anniversary, mein Lieb.” 

A year ago, Apollo might’ve shied away from something so tactile, so gentle. But 
Klavier had burrowed into Apollo’s chest and made a home there, always meeting 
Apollo’s unease with a steady smile, eyes brimming with love. Trusting Klavier, Apollo 
found, was one of the easiest leaps of faith he could ever take. 

Apollo tugged, pulling Klavier into his lap. Klavier fell into him easily, arms circling 
Apollo’s chest. 

“You sleep okay?” Apollo carded a hand through Klavier’s hair. “Thought | felt you 
tossing and turning before you woke up.” 

“| was fine, Apollo,” Klavier mumbled into Apollo’s chest unconvincingly. 

Apollo frowned, twirling a strand of Klavier’s hair around his finger. “And you got 
home pretty late last night...” 

At that, Klavier tensed a little, and Apollo’s fingers stilled. “Were you lonely? | left 
as soon as | realized | might miss dinner.” 

Right. They were still working on things like this, little misunderstandings that 
could flare up and blister into something beyond their control if they weren’t careful. 
In a years’ time, it'd never gotten out of hand—but the air was still fraught with 
something, every so often, that kept the two of them on their toes. 

“S’not what | meant,” Apollo said, smoothing his hand against the back of 
Klavier’s neck. “Just... take care of yourself. And let me know next time you’re held up 
that late, kay? You seem pretty stressed out when you drive home after it gets dark.” 

Klavier relaxed into the touch. “I will, promise.” He pressed a kiss to the back of 
Apollo’s other hand. “But you should take your own advice too, hm?” 

“Deal,” Apollo agreed, then smiled knowingly. “So. Are you still up for our plans 


tonight?” 

Klavier matched him. “Absolutely. Prepare to be wowed, Liebling.” 

“Hey, hey. | might have a surprise or two up my sleeve too, Klav. Don’t 
underestimate me.” 

When Klavier smiled, warmth blossomed in Apollo’s chest. “Nein, | could never.” 

Apollo pulled out of Klavier’s hold, leaving Klavier a tangled heap on his lap. As 
much as Apollo would’ve liked to stay tangled on his bedsheets with Klavier the 
whole morning, he really would have to leave early to pick up Klavier’s anniversary 
gift on the way to work. 

Klavier clutched tightly at Apollo’s waist, unmoving. 

“Klav.” Apollo poked him. “Klav?” Still nothing. Apollo sighed. “We should 
probably get up.” 

Klavier rolled onto his back. “Ach, but it’s so unfair. Our first anniversary falling on 
a work day...” 

Apollo snorted. “Maybe you shouldn’t have asked me to be your boyfriend on a 
random Tuesday last year.” 

“You were just so irresistible, | couldn’t wait until the end of the week—” 

“Yup, okay, we’re going there,” Apollo felt his face warm. Even a year’s worth of 
dating couldn’t prepare Apollo for Klavier at his most forthcoming—though Apollo 
knew better than to think it as just teasing, now. They’ve come a long way since the 
first dinner invite. “I’m getting up.” 

The loss of heat was all it took for Klavier to stumble out of bed after him, 
apparently. 


Klavier couldn’t hide the spring in his step. 

Hardly anyone was around to notice it—Prosecutor Blackquill skirted around 
him like usual, the Paynes kept to themselves in their exaggerated tales of one- 
upmanship, even the Chief Prosecutor was too immersed in paperwork to look up 
from it for more than a second at a time. Between all of the cases they had to cover, 
there just wasn’t the time; until midmorning, when Klavier ran into Detective Skye in 
the break room. 

“You look... chipper,” Ema observed, narrowing her eyes at Klavier over the top 
of her coffee mug. She clicked her tongue once, twice, lost in thought like she was 
piecing together evidence for a trial. “More so than usual.” 

“Really?” Klavier beamed. He strode to the coffee maker with practiced 
casualness, pushing the giddy feeling down his chest. “I hadn’t noticed.” 

“The last time you were this happy must’ve been when you and Justice got 
together.” Ema said, crossing one leg over the other in her seat. “And you told me 
everything about that, in excruciating detail.” 

“Can't | just be happy? Does there always have to be a reason?” 

Ema scoffed. “Yes, there does. And I’m gonna get to the bottom of it.” Well, if Ema 
insisted then Klavier supposed he could play along. “Did Apollo finally agree to do 
backup vocals on your new EP?” 

“Nein, nothing like that,” Klavier chuckled. But with Apollo’s Chords of Steel, and 
his manager’s sixth sense for talent, it would happen eventually. All in due time. 

“Is he gonna be in one of Trucy’s shows again or something? You always get a 


kick out of that.” 

“Nein.” Getting colder, Fraulein Detective. 

Suddenly Ema’s eyes widened, voice dropping to stage whisper. “Oh my god. 
Did he. Propose?” 

Propose—? Klavier nearly dropped his coffee on the floor. 

“You’re a terrible guesser, Fraulein,” he coughed. “The worst. Nein, nein. We’re 
far away from anything like that.” 

She balked a little at that, dropping her chin in her hand. “Well you could’ve 
fooled me. What is it, then? There is something, right?” 

“Today’s our first anniversary,” he replied. And, oh, he couldn’t help the grin, 
he’d been holding it in all morning! These terrible co-workers and their funless lives, 
taking everything from Klavier today. 

“Ooh, gotcha.” Ema took another sip of her coffee, corners of her lips quirking 
upwards. “You must be pretty excited then, if it’s got you like this. Any fun plans?” 

Oh, did he. 

A year of dating taught Klavier that Apollo could be a tricky man to please— 
frugal and practical, through and through. Taking Apollo out to lavish dinners and 
spending money on him was not the way to Apollo’s heart. No, Apollo felt most loved 
in gestures—small, simple things that reminded him of Klavier’s care. 

And, well, this time the gesture would be a dinner date. Ach, but not without 
reason! Klavier put in extra effort to make sure they could retrace the steps of their 
first date ever: the same restaurant, the same table, even the same route back home 
(except in Klavier’s car this time, not the motorcycle). 

“Ja, we do.” Klavier smiled, soft and a little private. 

“Well, I’m glad. It’s good to see you guys happy.” Ema was about to add 
something else when Klavier’s back pocket started to ring. “Your ringtone’s still 
Guilty Love? Seriously?” 

Klavier waggled his eyebrows, pulling the phone from his pocket and scanning 
the screen. “It’s the restaurant we have reservations for tonight. I’d better pick up.” 

“Mmhmm. See ya, loverboy.” 


“Seriously Klav, there’s no need to worry.” Apollo had to raise his voice a little over 
the suspicious sounds coming from the Wright Anything Agency’s front room. He’d 
check on Trucy after he finished up with Klavier, he decided. 

“But it ruins the whole evening!” Klavier said on the other line. “The nerve of 
them, calling me the day of after | made our reservation a month in advance, only to 
tell me they’ve reserved the whole venue for a group of lobster preservationists?” 

Apollo snorted. “Don’t they sell lobster there?” 

Klavier paused for a moment, contemplative. “You're right, they do. Huh.” 

“At any rate,” Apollo continued, “it'll be okay, Klav. Accidents happen all the time, 
we'll still have a fun night regardless.” 

Klavier groaned. “Ach, you’re right. | know you're right, but | said I’d make the 
dinner plans... and now | don’t have anything to show for it.” 

Another crash from the front room. Apollo’s brow furrowed, mentally filing 
whatever situation Trucy was in as ‘maybe more urgent than anticipated’ before 
bringing his focus back to the call. “We can just stay in? | know you put in a lot of 


effort, but maybe it’s best to just quit the competition while we’re ahead.” 

“I knew you'd say that,” Klavier sighed, though his smile was evident to Apollo. 
“You'll always be number one to me, anyway.” 

“Well | could say the same for—” 

SPO (e 

“. Was that Trucye” 

Trucy stood at the door to the back room, eyes wide and a little sheepish. Apollo 
stood out of his chair. “Uh, yeah. Call you back?” 

Klavier hummed concernedly. “Let me know if it’s an emergency, alright?” 

“Of course.” Apollo hung his phone up and pocketed it. “Trucy, what was—” 

“Okaysodontgetmadatmebutithinklburnedyourbackpack?” 

“I— you what?” 

In lieu of an explanation, Trucy lifted the scorched remnants of Apollo’s 
backpack. She shifted on her back foot, eyes going anywhere but Apollo. 

“| don’t—Look, | don’t care about the backpack, are you okay? What happened?” 

Trucy sighed. “I wanted to try out one of mom’s old tricks for my next show. And 
it involved, well, fire.” She grimaced a little. “I’m fine, Daddy's files are fine, Athena’s 
workout equipment”—why did she keep that here again?—“is fine. It’s just, uh. Just 
your backpack.” 

Tension eased from Apollo’s shoulders. That wasn’t so bad. Minimal damage, 
and with any luck, they wouldn’t have to explain anything to the others. “Well, it’s all 
replaceable anyway. So no big deal.” 

“Are you sure? Because it looked like there was something, | dunno, fancy 
inside?” 

“What are you—” and then it dawned on him. His backpack. The same backpack 
that had Klavier’s present in it. 

“Oh, hell.” 


Evening found Klavier back in the apartment, sprawled across the couch with Apollo 
tucked under his shoulder. The grand, ceremonious night they’d planned before was 
unrecognizable to this moment, all gentle touches and soft, private whispers. 

“Was gonna give you a present,” Apollo said eventually, voice muffled into 
Klavier’s chest. “But it got caught up in one of Trucy’s magic tricks.” 

That explained the phone call, at least. Klavier chuckled. “Between the botched 
reservations and my attempt—” they both glanced toward the kitchen, and food 
recycling they’d have to take out soon “—at cooking, I'd say we’re even.” 

Klavier could feel Apollo’s smile, soft against his heart. “Guess we both lost, 
then.” 

But no, it could never really be a loss—to have someone like Apollo by his side, 
who knows him through hardship and defeat, and still loves him anyway—that was 
all that Klavier could ever hope to ask for. Their year’s worth of memories as a couple 
has taught Klavier that better than he’s ever known. 

So when the sun sets, wrapping their apartment in warm light, Klavier’s heart 
melts along with it. 


OHH, 

{/ ICAN’T BELIEVE 
YOU FOUND IT AFTER } 
\ ALL THIS TIME. 1 


YOU'RE TOO \j 
GOOD, LIEBLING. , 


T HAO IT ALL 
PLANNED OUT... 


THIS FEELS 
PRETTY PERFECT 


VT HEAeD your 
' GRUMBLING. DO 
YOU NEED HELP 


OHHH 
LIEBLING! } 
REACHING 


H THE— 


 KLAVIER... 
WHAT IS THIS? 


| \AH HA HA, OH THAT? 
IT’S, UH, HERR 
EDGEWORTH’S 
RING, JA! 


Uf 


CHIEF PROSECUTOR 
EDGEWORTH IS ALREADY 
MARRIED TO 
Me. WRIGHT. 


All You Have Left Ahead of You 


KrisseyCrystal 


It’s the crash that wakes Apollo, wresting him from sleep: an unmistakable 
shatter—sharp and cracking. 

He leaps from their bed—empty, now—and follows his gut to their 
bathroom, where Mikeko and Vongole have taken up vigil outside. With little 
preamble, Apollo shoves past them, through the door, and shouts, “Klavier, 
are you alright? Do | need to call 911?” 

Their bathroom is as it always is, with its pink tiles and linoleum floor 
covered by a fuzzy rug in front of the sink, and the tall mirror hanging below 
a row of round, bright vanity bulbs. Everything is exactly the same, save for 
his kneeling husband in the center of it all, hunched over a sprawl of different 
face creams and the remains of what was once a hand mirror. It’s broken now 
in several gleaming, sharp fragments that catch the light and wink it back. 

Apollo freezes. “Whoa.” 

Klavier nearly looks up. Instead of meeting Apollo’s eyes, however, he 
quickly ducks away so that his long hair can hide his face from view. “Ach—I’m 
fine. I’m fine. Don’t worry yourself.” 

Apollo’s hand falls away from the doorknob. “What, uh... what happened 
here?” 

“Nothing.” 

“A whole lot’s on the ground, Klav.” Including you. 

“Ach, don’t mind me. | was just clumsy while getting ready this morning, 
Lieb. No need to worry your pretty face.” 

“Funny how you Say that when you’re not even looking at me.” Apollo 
frowns and casts a glance at his said pretty face in the mirror over the sink. 
He looks back at Klavier. “You don’t know what | look like. | just woke up.” 

Klavier doesn’t answer. 

But Apollo’s been married to him for enough years to know when his 
silence means / don’t want to talk about this, so he picks his battles. “Well, 
alright. Don’t move, then. At least let me clean this up.” 

Apollo takes a single step forward, and immediately, Klavier’s voice 
bounces off the walls. 

“Don’t come any closer!” 

Apollo’s bracelet squeezes hard enough that his whole hand feels like 
it might fall off. Klavier still won’t look at him, which leaves them both at an 
awkward impasse. What exactly is going on here? “Okay, okay. | get it. So you 
don’t want your good morning kiss. Guess I'll have to give it to Mikeko then—” 

“Ach no, wait, come back—” 

And there it is. 

Apollo bites the inside of his cheek and spins on his heel. He sets his fists 
on either side of his waist and looks at the huddle of his thirty-three-year-old 


husband in the middle of their bathroom. 

It is only 9:30 AM on a Saturday morning. 

“That’s what | thought.” Apollo waves a hand towards the shower-tub at 
the end of their bathroom. “Well, if you’re gonna be weird, at least do it over 
there. I’m not gonna leave this glass here on the floor for either of us to step 
on—or for the pets to get into.” 

Klavier sighs and finally, obediently—if reluctantly—rises from his crouch. 


After Apollo finishes cleaning, he wanders to the tub where Klavier has 
relocated himself. Klavier is still a slumped, pathetic blot of indigo and blonde, 
stark against the white acrylic, with his face hidden in his forearms over his 
knees. Slowly, Apollo squats outside the tub and sets his chin in the crook of 
his palm. Mikeko weaves between his calves, inquisitively whining. 

“Are you gonna tell me what’s wrong?” 

Klavier sighs. His shoulders slump. When he speaks, his voice is muffled 
by his knees and the canopy of his hair. 

Apollo has infamously better eyes than ears. “I’m sorry?” 

“I said, do you promise you'll still love me?” 

Is it that serious? Apollo lifts his head from his hand. His ring glints as 
much as his bracelet does when the light hits it just right. “You do know that 
when | said ‘I do’ it was for al/ of our days. You know that.” 

This seems to be the right thing to say, even if Klavier sighs over it. 

But then, as if resigning himself to a grim and terrible fate, Klavier finally 
lifts his face. He points to the corner of his mouth, in his cheek, at a hairline 
wrinkle so thin that it’s barely there; even Apollo has to squint to see it. But as 
soon as he does, Apollo cracks up. 

“Ach, and now he laughs at me.” 

“Because that’s the second time this morning you’ve nearly given me 
a heart attack!” Apollo presses a hand to his stomach. “Here you had me 
worried it was actually something serious, Klav.” 

“It is Serious.” 

“Local heartthrob Klavier Gavin has one tiny wrinkle... I’ve married the 
most dramatic man on the planet.” 

Klavier scoffs deep in the back of his throat. It’s a great, offended, German 
sound. “I’m a rockstar, Lieb—” 

“| know.” 

“And | am on magazine covers! You know the young frauleins do not 
swoon over things like wrinkles and grey hairs—ach, you do not have to laugh 
quite that hard at me, my love—my face creams lied to me! They said they 
would prevent this kind of thing, and they haven’t.” Sharply, Klavier frowns. 
“Do face creams have an expiration date?” 

Apollo sets his cheek in his hand. His laughter ebbs, settling warmly like 
Mikeko over his toes. “Is that all? Is that the only thing bothering you?” 

Suddenly, Klavier pulls back. Forlornly, he adds, “No.” 


“No?” 

Klavier twists his fingers in his sweatpants and sighs. “You know as well as 
| do... we are getting older, Apollo.” 

“That is kinda what people do.” 

Klavier shakes his head. “You misunderstand me. We are getting o/der. 
And we may not be that old yet, but what happens as the years continue to 
pass us by? | am not so foolish to have thought | could always be young, but 
there is a certain...” His mouth twists. 

Apollo lifts his head. 

Klavier starts over. “Well. It all must seem rather shallow and silly to you. 
But when | saw my face this morning, | suppose that’s when it finally occurred 
to me: there will come a day I’m no longer relevant and people will no longer 
care about me. My name will mean nothing. I’ll outlive desirable-ness. And 
what do | do then, when | am no longer called for interviews and people no 
longer want to see me? What do | do when my hands are no longer be able to 
play guitar—and—and ach, now | have seven years of bad luck, in addition to 
all of that, and—” 

“Whoa, whoa, whoa.” Apollo’s brows knit above the bridge of his nose. 
“Hey. Take it easy. You’re getting way ahead of yourself. All of those things are 
still a long way off. You know that, right?” 

Absent-mindedly, Klavier hums. His fingers pick at the lint on his 
sweatpants. 

“First of all, it’s just one wrinkle.” Apollo ticks up a finger. “You aren’t dying 
yet. And second of all... you’re going to be okay. Just because things will one 
day change, doesn’t mean you won’t be happy once they do.” 

Klavier continues to hum. 

Apollo can’t identify if his words are working or not, so he sighs and takes 
hold of Klavier’s wrists and rises to his feet. “Alright. C’mon. Up, up, up.” 

“Must |?” 

“Yeah, because you’re wallowing, and I’m not gonna let my husband 
wallow in our bathtub.” And then, over Klavier’s reluctant groan, Apollo adds: 
“Besides, there’s something | want to show him.” 

When they stand in front of the mirror over the sink, Apollo loops an arm 
around Klavier’s neck. Side-by-side, the difference in their heights is more 
pronounced. There’s an uneven slant to the line of their shoulders. But in 
this rare moment, Apollo doesn’t mind. He rests his head against the side of 
Klavier’s shoulder, elbow jutting into the air at an odd angle, and he gives a 
big smile at their combined reflection. Mikeko, bored, finally abandons them in 
the bathroom. Vongole pads after him reluctantly, tail swaying. 

“You know what | think this wrinkle means?” Apollo asks. 

“What?” 

“That you’ve been smiling an awful lot lately.” There’s something 
obnoxiously smug and proud in Apollo’s voice as he talks. He feels not unlike 
he’s finally found the turnabout he needs to turn Klavier’s thinking around. 

“I mean, that’s what it is, isn’t it? It’s a laugh line. And | don’t want to take too 


much credit or anything, but | mean, we have been married for the past few 
years, SO maybe the reason you even have it is because—” 

Klavier’s nose wrinkles as he laughs. It’s a quiet, breathy thing that shakes 
his shoulders, and Apollo’s relieved to feel it. Klavier’s laughs have deepened 
over the years; they sound handsomer and handsomer each time Apollo 
hears them. 

Apollo straightens up. “Gotcha.” He gives the wrinkle a firm but gentle 
poke. “Thanks for proving my point.” 

“Ach, but you made me walk into that one.” 

“Doesn't mean I’m not right. And you know, | bet one of my Chords of 
Steel practices that you always make fun of me for would help, too. If there 
was ever a good time to do it, in the mirror after a quarter-life crisis is one of 
them.” 

“So the suggested solution here is to yell at my reflection about how ‘fine’ 
| am—” 

“Well, you are fine.” 

“How charming and flattering you are this morning, Lieb; perhaps | should 
be woeful and anxious more often.” Klavier smiles, but it still seems like a 
fragment of what it should be, like it’s afraid of growing too wide. 

Klavier takes a deep, deep breath, and Apollo slips his arm free, dropping 
his hand to settle it against the small of Klavier’s back. When Klavier releases 
whatever breath he had been holding, he leans forward and places both 
hands on the edge of the sink counter. “But how can you be so sure?” 

“What?” Apollo leans into his side. 

“How can you be so sure that I’ll be fine?” 

The corner of Apollo’s mouth curls. He shakes his head and sighs, 
“C’mere,” and uses his free hand to cradle Klavier’s other cheek and tilt 
his head just right so he can place a gentle kiss against the wrinkle in 
question. “Look. It may be sappy to hear—believe me, it’s curdling my gut 
to say this—but if there’s anything my life has taught me... it’s that we say 
as many ‘goodbyes’ as we Say ‘hello’s.’ | know life gave you in particular a 
whole bunch of goodbyes all right in a row, but don’t think everything that’s 
happened to you means you can jump to the conclusion that because of a 
single wrinkle, all you have left ahead of you are more ‘goodbyes’. There’s 
good stuff waiting for you, too, y’know.” 

Klavier chuckles again. It is rich and deep and it makes Apollo’s heart 
somersault in his chest, especially when he leans into Apollo’s touch. “Like 
you?” Klavier’s hums bends around his soft and fond smile. 

Apollo chuckles back. His cheeks are a hue darker. “Yeah, sure. Like me.” 
As he rises up onto his toes, Klavier leans down to meet him halfway. “And if 
I’m any indication, then that means you really will be fine,” he breathes against 
Klavier’s lips. 

Klavier’s hand on the small of his back is as warm as his hearty murmur, “I 
suppose the defense makes a good argument.” 

“| always do.” 
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Even at forty-two, life still found a way of surprising Apollo. Specifically, the Wright 
Anything Agency found a way of surprising Apollo: he had been working there for 
decades, and yet he still hadn’t wisened up to the absurdity that ragtag posse of 
misfits managed to throw at him. 

“I’m sorry, but you’re my last resort,” Athena apologized as she 
unapologetically wheeled the stroller through the front door of Apollo’s 
penthouse. Her hair fell in loose locks around a stress-pinched face. “My client 
refused to leave her daughter with anyone besides the W.A.A., and everybody’s 
booked up! But you just finished a case, right? Right! Okay, cool, gotta go I'll be 
back in a couple hours thanks bye—!” 

Apollo hadn’t had time to object; with a wave farewell, Athena vanished in 
a streak of lightning-yellow. She had deposited the buggy—the child—onto him 
with all the tact one would handle a piece of evidence that had already been 
presented. Apollo got she was busy, but... what the heck, he hadn’t even gotten a 
name! 

Hesitantly, Apollo tiptoed towards the parked stroller. From underneath the 
canopy, he could see that there was, indeed, a baby: she was pudgy and pink, 
with huge eyes, a dusting of black hair, and fat arms flailing with enough force 
to achieve flight. Her eyes locked onto Apollo, and she uttered a high-pitched 
squeal. 

Apollo figured she was around six months: old enough to crawl, but not walk. 
He breathed a sigh and rubbed the back of his neck, fingers brushing his graying 
roots, before leaning down to free the baby from her coils. She was a plucky 
little thing—she whacked Apollo with her clementine-sized fists hard enough to 
bruise. When he finally managed to gather her in his arms, her demeanor shifted: 
her wide eyes narrowed into suspicious slits, as if she were trying to judge his 
intentions. 

“Relax. I’m just here to watch you for a bit,” Apollo said, as neutrally as if he 
were discussing the weather. 

The child regarded him dubiously for a moment or two. She didn’t have the 
strength to keep her head up for long, though, and she was forced to bury her 
face into Apollo’s chest. She breathed a raspberry into him, wetting his just- 
tailored dress shirt, because of course. 

Apollo bounced her up and down, trying to soothe her into a quick slumber. 
She kept gurgling, still plenty awake, and—jeez, what was he supposed to do? 
He had no toys! The penthouse was decidedly not baby-proofed, what with the 
teetering towers of paperwork and precariously mounted guitars, not to mention— 

“Sonnenschein, my love, who was that at the—ach, what do you have?” 

—The most un-baby-proofed person alive: his husband. 

Apollo slowly spun around, careful not to jostle the child. Klavier had come to 
an awkward standstill in the center of the hallway’s archway. He was gorgeous, 
as per usual: he dripped with silver and starlight, and a soft, mauve feather jacket 


hugged his chest. He swirled a glass of wine in one hand, having brought it in 
from where they had been peacefully enjoying a rare and coveted date night in 
their dining room. His beautiful countenance was slashed by a look of genuine 
horror. 

“Klavier, this is a baby.” Apollo angled the child towards him. She lifted her 
head, blinked, and blew a bubble. 

“Yes, ach, but—whose?” 

“Mine,” said Apollo. “Il had one delivered. You know, by drone. Thought it could 
liven the place up a bit.” 

Klavier gulped down the rest of his wine. 

Apollo snorted and said, “I guess Athena needed someone to babysit for a 
client. |... don’t know why someone more, uh, official couldn’t take her, but I’m sure 
there’s extenuating circumstances. Maybe she’s a key witness.” 

The child’s attention fixed onto Klavier. She watched his every move, 
infatuated by his twinkling. She reached out a hand towards him and cooed like a 
morning dove. 

“Look, she likes you. Or your jewelry, at least.” Apollo crossed the room with 
the intention of giving her rock-star VIP access, only for Klavier to take a comically 
large step back into the hallway. 

“It was kind of you to offer to babysit, but.” His eyes darted around the 
dangerous room. “I’m not sure if we're... the best option for such a mammoth 
task.” 

Apollo was inclined to agree. They never had kids. It hadn’t been a 
monumental decision: over the years, Apollo had brought it up in passing 
(because everybody else had), but their conversations were never productive. 

“| love you with all of my heart, Apollo. And if that’s what you want, I'll gladly go 
on that adventure with you.” Apollo remembered the smile Klavier had worn—so 
tender, so kind. He had promised to change for him, to set aside his law and music 
careers to make time for raising their child. 

But Apollo couldn’t ask that of him—and when Apollo had offered the very 
same, Klavier rejected it. “You do too much good for the world. You can’t leave 
that behind.” 

“You’re one to talk! We need more prosecutors like you, and... and your music! 
You can’t give that up for who knows how long. | won't let you.” 

Maybe they could’ve made it work, with daycares and nannies and a spoonful 
of stress, but months of indecision eventually burgeoned into years. When they 
had the conversation for the last time, around their mid-thirties, Klavier had said 
to him, “You have kids because you want them, Sonnenschein. lf you’re having 
difficulty deciding, then | think you already have your answer.” 

The baby wiggling in his arms pulled Apollo out of his thoughts. “We can 
manage for a night,” he decided. “C’mon, Klav, didn’t you work any babysitting 
gigs when you were a teenager?” 

“| was a rock-star when | was a teenager,” answered Klavier. He scrutinized the 
child with an arched brow. “You seem adept at the trade, though. You didn’t grow 
up with Trucy, did you?” 

“Nope. | didn’t even know we were related until Phoenix surprised us with the 
news at my thirtieth birthday party.” Master of stalling, that Phoenix Wright. “I spent 


some of my younger years in a foster home, and | wound up taking care of the 
smaller kids. And... caring for kids is like riding a bike, right?” 

The child shrieked and pelted him in the chest. 

“. Or maybe not,” Apollo muttered, frowning. 

An echo of guilt passed over Klavier’s perfectly made-up face. He sighed 
and set down his empty glass, then unfastened his dangling silver earrings and 
necklaces. He slipped them into his pocket, much to the baby’s chagrin; she let 
loose another high-pitched squeal. 

“I can’t let you suffer all by yourself,” said Klavier. “Hand her here.” 

Apollo raised an eyebrow. “Do you know how to hold a baby?” 

“Oh, such sass—and after | generously offered to help you! | should’ve stowed 
away in the study.” 

With pursed lips, Apollo hesitantly handed the baby off to Klavier. He held her 
inelegantly and at a distance, keen on preventing her slobber from splattering his 
coat. 

“You're heavier than you look,” Klavier murmured to her. “Let’s take you to the 
couch—before | drop you.” 

“Be careful—” 

“I got this,” Klavier assured. Clutching the child tight, he slinked over to sit on 
the sleek sofa lounging along the edge of the room. Apollo joined him at his side, 
close enough for their knees to brush. 

“You can’t possibly be as awake as you’re acting, little one,” Klavier cooed to 
the child in his lap. “You must be tired from all of that stressful shuffling around, ja? 
Come, rest your eyes.” 

He combed the baby’s hair out of her face and, softly, started to sing. It was 
a familiar melody to Apollo: unintelligibly German, but Klavier had sung him the 
tune before. He recalled moments of tears, their coupled grief clouded with 
time—all he could remember now was the comforting hum of Klavier’s chest as 
he had cradled him. His voice was divine, his tune impeccable, and Apollo’s heart 
thrummed with love that would never die. 

The baby, however, wasn’t having any of it. She burbled, finding far more 
interest in the glistening band on his left ring finger. Klavier, ever patient, kept 
singing—verse after verse, until it sounded like he was making lyrics up as he 
went—but her braggadocio was indomitable. 

“Ugh.” Klavier threw his head back onto the cushion. “Apollo, she’s not going 
to sleep.” 

“Maybe she doesn’t need sleep. She could be hungry. Athena said she’d be 
back soon... hopefully, she, uh, brings baby food.” 

The baby stopped squealing for a moment, overcome by a yawn. Klavier 
subconsciously echoed the noise, and Apollo couldn’t help but crack a smile. 

“Or maybe you’re not doing it right.” He swooped the baby up, skillfully 
transferring her from Klavier’s lap to his. “You sound too professional. Let an 
amateur have a go.” 

Taking advantage of her exhaustion, Apollo hugged and rocked the baby back 
and forth. He cleared his throat and, with a crackling voice, carried a tune: 

“Hush little baby, don’t say a word. Papa’s gonna find you a mockingbird...” 

Miraculously, despite his proclivity for shrillness, he managed to keep himself 


even and quiet. A blush rose to his cheeks, and he refused to look Klavier in the 
eye, even as he felt his stare hot in his peripherals. 

After a couple of minutes of hushed lullabies, the child in his arms slumped 
against him. Judging from her whiffle-like breaths, Apollo deduced that she was 
well and truly asleep. 

“Apollo Justice,” Klavier uttered. 

“Klavier Justice.” 

“lve been married to you for fourteen years, and | never knew you could 
sing!” He beamed at him so brightly, the image seared permanently into Apollo’s 
memories. “I didn’t think you could get any more perfect, and yet—” 

“Shh,” Apollo hushed, putting a finger to his lips. “You’re going to wake her 
up.” 

Klavier quieted, but his expression remained one of bright-eyed elation. It was 
adorable. Apollo couldn’t tell who was cuter: him or the sleeping baby. 

“Regretting not having one?” asked Apollo. 

“Goodness, no. If we had a baby in the mix, there’d be far less time to enjoy 


“Gross. Not in front of the kid.” 

Klavier chuckled and planted a kiss on Apollo’s shoulder. He perched there for 
a beat, gazing up at Apollo through mascara-thickened eyelashes. 

“What about you?” he asked, a note of hesitation playing in his voice. 

Apollo’s response came quickly: “I don’t regret any decision I’ve made when it 
comes to us. We’re perfect just the way we are.” 

Klavier’s lips parted in earnest awe. The tips of his ears reddened—Apollo 
hadn’t managed to evoke that kind of reaction for a while. Still had it, though. 

“Oh... Sonnenschein, you’re going to make me cry! | can’t give the baby any 
ideas.” 

Apollo playfully rolled his eyes. “Come here, you,” he said, then tugged on the 
front of Klavier’s jacket to pull him into a gentle kiss. Klavier reciprocated with a 
sigh breathed past his lips. 

When Apollo pulled away, he shifted the snoozing baby into one of his arms. 
“Don’t suppose we have anywhere to put her down.” 

“Nein. Looks like you'll just have to keep holding her.” Klavier propped his 
head up ona curled knuckle. “Don’t mind me enjoying the view.” 

“I think that’s supposed to be my line,” Apollo said, nodding at Klavier’s outfit. 

Klavier’s laughter sparkled. At the sound, the child shifted slightly, burying 
herself further into Apollo with a smile of her own. Klavier was beauty and light, 
music and love, and when Apollo gazed at him, his heart beat just as quickly as it 
first had all those years ago outside that perilous park. 

“Love you, Klav.” 

“lI love you, too,” said Klavier, and that would always be enough. 
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